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\HESE ſatires have been e 
received at home, and abroad. I am 
ot conſcious of the leaſt malevolence to 
ny particular perſon thro' all the charac- 
ers; tho' ſome perſons may be ſo ſelfiſh, as 
90 engroſs a general application to themſelves. 
\ writer in polite letters ſhould be content 
ith reputation, the private amuſement he 
finds in his compoſitions, the good influ-' . 
W&ence they have on his ſeverer ſtudies, that 
dmiſſion they give him to his ſuperiors, and 
he poſſible good effect they may have on 
he publick ; or elſe he ſhould join to his po- 
liteneſs ſome more lucrative qualification: 
= Bur it is poſſible that ſatire may not do 
much good. Men may riſe in their affections 
to their follies, as they do to their friends, when 
they are abus d by others. It is much zo be 
Hard that miſconduct will never be ehaced 
out of the world by /azire ; all therefore that 
is to be ſaid for it, is, that miſconduct will cer- 
inly be never chaced out of the world by 
ſatire, if no ſatires are written. Which is 
applicable, likewiſe, to graver compoſitions. 
Ethicks Heathen and Chriſtian, and the Scrip- 
tures themſelves are, in a great meaſure, a 
Satire on the weakneſs, and iniquity of men; 
and ſome part of that ſacred ſatire is in verſe, 
too. 23 in the firſt ages, philoſophy and 
; A 2 poetry 
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were the ſame thing; wiſdom wore i 


no other dreſs. So that, I hope, theſe ſatires 
will be the more eaſily pardon'd that .miſ- 


fortune by the ſevere. * If they like not the 3 | 
faſhion, .let them take them by the weight; 4 


for ſome weight they have, or the author has 


fail'd of his aim. Nay, Hiſtorians themſelves. 
may be conſider'd as ſatiriſts, and ſatiriſts moſt 
ſevere ; ſince ſuch are moſt human actions, 
that to relate, is to expoſe them. 9 

No man can converſe much in the world, 


but, at what he meets with, he muſt either 2 


be inſenſible, or grieve, or be angry, or ſmile. i 
Some paſſion (if we are not impaſhve) muſt be 
mov'd; for the general conduct of mankind | 
is, by no means, a thing different, to a 
reaſonable and virtuous man. Now to ſmile | 
at it, and turn it into ridicule, I think moſt eli- 
ible; as it hurts our ſelves leaſt, and gives | 
vice and folly the greateſt offence: And that þ 
for this reaſon ; becauſe what men aim at by | 
them, 1s, generally, publick opinion, and | 
eſteem. Which truth is the ſubject of the fol- 
lowing ſatires; and joins them together as ſe- 
veral branches from the ſame root. An 
unity of deſign, which has not (I think) in | 
ſet of ſatires been attempted before. f 
LAUGHING at the miſconduct of the world, 
will, in a great meaſure, eaſe us of any more 
difagreeable paſſion about it. One paſſion 
is more effectually driven out by another, than | 
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PREFACE. v 


dre . 3 3 
res Wy reaſon; whatever ſome may teach. For to 
1iſ- Neaſon we owe our paſſions; had we not reaſon, 
he e ſhould not be offended at what we find a- 
t ; niſs. And the cauſe ſeems not to be the natu- 
as ral cure of any effef?, 888 

res . Moxtoves, laughing ſatire bids the faireſt 


{For ſucceſs. The world is too proud to be 
Hond of a ſerious tutor: And when an author 
Js in a paſſion, the laugh, generally, as in con- 
erſation, turns againſt him. This kind of 


Id, 

er ¶ſatire only has any delicacy in it. Of this de- 

le. Wicacy Horace is the beſt: maſter: He appears 

be Jin good humour while he cenſures; and there- 

nd fore his cenſure has the more weight, as ſup- 
a ¶ poſed to proceed from judgment, not from 


paſſion. Juvenal is ever in a paſſion; he has 
little valuable but his eloquence, and morality: 
The laſt of which I have had in my eye, but 


at rather for emulation, than imitation, thro*my 
by whole work. ARS GEES 7 
nd | Bur tho' I, comparatively, condemn Ju- 
ol- WM venal, in part of the fixth ſatire (where the 


touch on his manner; but was forced to quit it 
ſoon, as diſagreeable to the writer, and reader 
too. Boileau has join'd both the Roman ſatiriſts 


d, ¶ with great ſucceſs; but has too much of Juve- 
Ire ¶ nal in his very ſerious fatire on women, which 
on i ſhould have been the gayeſt of all. An ex- 
— cellent critick of our own commends Baoileau's 


A 3 * cloſeneſs, 


occaſion moſt requir d it) I endeavour'd to 


vi PREFACE. 
cloſeneſs, or, as he calls it, preſſneſs, particular- i 
ly: Whereas it appears to me, that repetition il 
hag fault; if any fault ſhould be imputed to 1 5 
im YZ 
Trae are ſome proſe-ſatiriſts of the great-| q 
eſt delicacy and wit; the laſt of which can ne- 
ver, or ſhould never ſucceed, without the 
former. An author, without it, betrays too 
great a contempt for mankind, and opinion of 
himſelf; which are bad advocates for reputa- 
tion, and ſucceſs. What a difference is there 
between the merit, if not the wit of Cervantes, 
and Rabelais? The laſt has a particular art of 
throwing a great deal of genius, and learning 
into frolick, and jeſt; but the genius, and the 
ſcholar is all you can admire; you want the | 
Gentleman to converſe with, in him. He is 
like a criminal who receives his life for fore | 
| ſervices; you commend, but you pardon too. 
Indecency offends our pride, as men, and our | 
_ unaffected taſte, as judges of compoſition. Na. l 
ture has wiſely form'd us with an averſion o 
it: And he that ſucceeds in ſpight of it, is, 
aliena venia, quam ſua providentia Tutior. 
Sock wits, like falſe oracles of old, (which | 
were wits and cheats,) ſhould ſet up for repu- | 
tation among the weak; in ſome Baotia, | 
which was the land of oracles ; for the w jſe | 


will hold them i in contempt. Some wits tke | 
© | 


Val. Man. 


| RFF ĩ j + - 
like oracles, deal in ambiguities ; but not with 
equal ſucceſs; for tho ambiguities are the fi 
excellence of an n they are the * 
of a wit. 
- SOME ſatyrical wits, and humoriſts, like 
their Father Lucian, laugh at every thing in- 
diſcriminately; which betrays ſuch a poverty 
of wit, as cannot afford to part with any thing 
and ſuch a want of virtue, as to poſtpone it to 
a jeſt. Such writers encourage vice and folly, 
which they pretend to combat, by ſetting 
them on an equal foot with better things: And 
while they labour to bring every thing into 
contempt, how can they expect their own 
parts ſhould eſcape? Some French writers, par- 
ticularly, are guilty of this, in matters of the 
laſt conſequence, and ſome of our own. They 
that are for leſſening the true dignity of man- 
kind, are not ſure of being ſucceſsful, but 
with regard to one individual in it. It is this 
conduct that juſtly makes a wit a term of re- 
proach. 

Wulcn puts me in mind of Plato's fable 
of the birth of Love ; one of the prettieſt fa- 
bles of all antiquity ; which will hold like- 
wife with regard to modern poetry. Love, ſays 
he, is the ſon of the Goddeſs Poverty, and the 
God Riches ; he has from his father, his daring 
genius, his elevation of thought, his building 
. Caſtles in the air ; his prodigality ; his neglect 


of things ſerious and uſeful ; his vain opinion 
A 4 of 


vin REFA CF. 

of his own merit, and his affectation of pre- 

ference, and diſtinction, From his mother, 
he inherits his indigence, Which makes him 
a conſtant beggar of favours; that Pr 
nity, with which he begs; his flattery; his 
ſervility; his fear of being deſpis'd, which is 
inſeparable from him. This addition i may be 
made, (viz.) That poetry, like love, is a lit- 
tle ſubject to blindneſs, which makes her 
miſtake her way to preferments, and honours; 
that, ſhe has her ſatyrical quiver ;. and laſtly, 
that ſhe retains a dutiful admiration of her & | 
father's family; but divides her favours, and 

generally lives with her mothers relations. 

 _ Howseves, this is not nec 70 ty but choice 3 
were wiſdom her governeſs, ſhe might have 
much more of the . thai. the Her ag ; ö 
eſpecially in ſuch an age as this, which ſhows a 
due d for her charms. 
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To His GRA the 
PUKE or DORSET. 
Tanto major Fame fu, eft, quam | 
Virtutis 5 SAT; 10. 


L M* verſe is ſatire ; Don sET, nd Your ear, 

\ And patronize a muſe You cannot fear, 

To poets ſacred is a DoxseT's name, 

Their wonted paſſport thro? the gates of fame; 

It bribes the partial reader into praiſe, 

And throws a glory round the ſhelter'd.lays ; | 

The dazzled judgment fewer faults can for, 

And gives applauſe to B. or to me. 

But Vou decline the miſtreſs we purſue : 

Others are fond of fame, but fam bf. You. - bt 
InNsTRUCTIVE ſatire, true to virtue's cauſe! 

Thou ſhining ſupplement of public laws! 

When latter d crimes of a licentious age 

Reproach our ſilence, and demand our age 

When Purchas'd follies from each diſtant land, 

Like arts, improve in Britain's ſkilful hand; 

When the /2w ſhews her teeth, but dares not bite, 

And ſouth-ſea treaſures are not brought to light; 

When churchmen ſcripture for the claſſics quit, 

Polite apoſtates from God's grace to wit; 

When men grow youu from their revenue en 

And fly from bailiffs into parliament; 

When dying ſinners, to blot out their ſcore, 

Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore; * 

ee 


10 LOYVEFFAME, Sat. I. 
To chafe our ſpleen when themes like theſe increaſe, Wl 
Shall panegyrick reign, and cenſure ceaſe? b 
Suna II poeſy, like law, turn wrong to right, 
And dedications waſh an LEthiop white, 
Set up each ſenſeleſs wretch for nature's boaſt, 
On whom praiſe ſhines, as trophies on a poſt ? 
Shall funeral eloquence her colours ſpread, 
And ſcatter roſes on the wealthy dead. 
Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious days, 
And ſatirize with nothing but their praiſe? __ 
Wu v ſlumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful train, 
Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain? 
Donne, Dorſet, Dryden, Rocheſter are dead, | 
And guilt's chief foe in Aadiſon is fled ; 
Congrewve, who crown'd with lawrels fairly won, 
Sits ſmiling at the goal while others run, 
He will not write; and (more provoking ſtill !) 
Ve gods! he will not write, and Mævius will. [ 

Dovsr x diſtreſt, what author ſhall we find ii 
Diſcreetly daring, and ſeverely kind, 4 

The courtly * Roman's ſhining path to tread, 
And ſharply fmile prevailing folly dead ? 
Will no ſuperior genius ſnatch the quill, ' 

And ſave me, on the brink, from writing ill? 
Tho! vain the ſtrife, I'll ſtrive my voice to raiſe. 
What will not men attempt for ſacred praiſe? 

TE love of praiſe, howe'er conceal'd by art, 
Reigns more, or leſs, and glows in every heart: 
The proud to gain it toils on toils endure, 

The modeſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure. | 
O'er globes, and ſcepters, now, on thrones it ſwells, 
Now, trims the midnight lamp in college- cells. 

"Tis tory, whig ; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
' Harangues in ſenates, ſqueaks in maſquerades. 


* Horace. Here, 


Sat. I. The Univerſal Paſſin. 


Here, to S—e's humour makes a bold pretence; 

There, boldly aims at P—y's eloquence. | 

It aids the . s heel, the writer's head, 

And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 

Nor ends with life; but nods in ſable plumes, 

Adorns our herſe, and flatters on our tombs. 
WHAT is not proud? the pimp is proud to ſee 

So many like himſelf in high degree: 

The whore is proud her beauties are the dread- 

Of peeviſh virtue, and the marriage-bed; - 

And the brib'd cucko/d, like crown'd vitims born 

To ſlaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 
Soms go to church, proud humbly to repent, 


11 


And come back much more guilty than they went; 


One way they look, another way they ſteer, 
Pray to the gods; but would have mortals hear; 
And when their ſins they ſet ſincerely down, 
They'll find that their religion has been one. 
OTHEeRs with wiſhful eyes on glory look, - 
When they have got their picture tow'rds a book, 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy ſign . 
Meant to betray dull ſots to wretched wine. 
If at his title T— had dropt his quill, 
T— might have paſt for a great genius ſtill ; | 
But T— alas! (excuſe him, if you can) 
Is now a ſeribbler, who was once a man. 
IMyER10Us ſome a claſſio fame demand, 
For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 
A waggon-load of meanings for one word, 
While-4's depos'd, and B with pomp reſtor d. 
Sous for rexown on ſcraps of learning doat, 
And think they grow immortal as they guore. - 
To patch-work learn'd quotations are ally'd, - 
Both ſtrive to make our poverty our pride, 


On 
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12 LO YE f FAME, Sat. l. 
On Glaſs how witty is a noble peer ? ? | 
Did ever diamond coſt a man ſo dear? 
PoLiTE diſeaſes make ſome ideots vain, 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. | 
Or folly, vice, diſeaſe, men proud we ſee; 
1 (ſtranger ſtill!) of blockhead's flattery, 
Whoſe praiſe defames ; as if a fool ſhould mean 
By ſpitting on your face to make it clean. | 
No x is't enough all hearts are ſwoln with pride, 


Fer power is mighty, as her realm is wide. 


What can ſhe not perform? the love of fame 
Made bold 4/phon/us his creator blame, 


| Empedecles hurl'd down the burning Rteep, 


And (ſtronger ſtill !) made Alexander weep. 
Nay, it holds Delia from a ſecond bed, 


Tho? her low'd lord has four half months been dead. 
Tus paſſion with a pimple have I ſeen - 


Retard a _ and give a judge the ſpleen. 


By this inſpir'd (O | ne'er to be forgot) OO 
Some lords have learnt to ſpell, and ſome to Eber 
It makes Globoſe a ſpeaker in the houſ q 
He hems, and is deliver'd of his mouſe. 


It makes dear ſelf on well - bred tongues prevail, 
And 7 the little hero of each tale. 


S1c x with the love of fame what throngs pour in, 
Unpeople court, and leave the ſenate thin ? | 
My growing ſubje& ſeems but juſt begun, 

And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 
Aid me, great Homer! with thy Epic rules 
To take a catalogue of Britiſs 3 
Satire ! had I thy Dorſets force 


A knave, or fool ſhou'd periſh in — W 


Tho for the firſt all Veſimiuſter ſould plead, 


And for the laſt all Greſbam intercede. ] 
BeG1n. Who firſt the catalogue dal nite? \ 


"My 


To guality belongs the higheſt place. 


Sat. I, Tre; Cniverſal Paſſon. 13 
My lord comes forward ; forward let him come ! 1 
Ye vulgar ! at your peril give him room 
He ſtands for. ame on his forefathers' feet, 

By heraldry prov'd valiant, or diſcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three deſcents leſs wiſe ? 
If virtues at his noble hands you crave, 
Vou bid him raiſe his fathers from the grave 
Men ſhould preſs forward in fame's glorious chace, 
Nobles look backward, and ſo loſe the race. 
LE T high birth triumph ! ! what can be more great? 
Nothing—but merit in a low eſtate, 
To virtue's'humbleſt ſon let none prefer 
Vice, tho' deſcended from the conqueror. 
Shall men, like #gres, paſs for high, or baſe, 
Slight, or important, only by their place? 
Titles are marks of hone? men, and wiſe ; 
The fool, or knave that wears a title, lies. 
TuzY that on glorious anceſtors 1 
Produce their debt, inſtead of their di/c 
Dorſet, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their line, 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, ſhine. 
Vain as falſe greatneſs is, the muſe muſt own 
We want not fools to buy that Briſfol tone. 
Mean ſons of earth, who on a ſouth-/ea tide 
Of full ſucceſs ſwam into wealth and pride, 
Knock with a-purſe of gold at 4»ftis' gate, 
And beg to be deſcended from the great. 
Wu men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 
They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 


Thoſe governments which curb not evils, cauſe ; 
And a rich knave's a /ibe} on our laws. 


BE LUS. with ſolid gie will be crown'd ; 


He buys no phantom, no vain empty ſound, 
But builds himſelf a name; and to be great, 


Sinks in a quarry ä 
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4 LOVE f FAME, Sat. I. 


In coſt, and grandeur C04 he'll out-do, 
And, B—/——2, thy taſte is not ſo. true. 
The pile is finiſh'd, every toil is paſt, 
And full perſeRtion i is arriv'd at laſt; 
When lo! my lord to ſome ſmall corner runs, 
And leaves ſtate-· rooms to flrargers, and to duns. | 
Tux man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay, 
Provides a home from which to run away. 
In Britain what is many a lordly ſeat - 
But a diſcharge in full for an eſtate ? 
In ſmaller compaſs lies Pygma/ion's fame; 
Not domes, but antique Statues are his flame! 
Not F—t—'s ſelf more Parian charms has known; 
Nor is good P- ke, more in love with ſtone. 
The bailiff's come (rude men, prophanely bold!) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
«© No, firs, he cries, I'll ſooner rot in jail. 
&« Shall Grecian arts be truckt for Englißb bail ?” 
Such heads might make their very Buſto's laugh. 
His daughter ftarves, but * Cleopatra's ſafe. 
Mxx overloaded with a large eftate 
May ſpill their treaſure in a nice conceit ; | 
The rich may be polite, but oh! 'tis ſad Ty 
To ſay you're curious, when we ſwear 5 mad. 
By your revenue meaſure your expence, | 
And to your ſand and acres join your ſenſe : 
No man is bleſt by accident, or gueſs, 
True wiſdom is the price of happineſs ; 
Yet few without Tong diſcipline are ſage, . 
And our youth only lays up ſighs for age. 
Bur how, my muſe, canſt thou reſiſt ſo long 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng, 
Thy moſt inviting theme? the court affords 
Much food for ſatire, it abounds in lords. 
What lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin ?” 
One is juſt out, and one as lately in. 
H famous Statue. * How 


at. I. The Univerſal Paſſin. 15 
How comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 
On both their brows an equal ſhare of pride? 
ide, that impartial paſſion, reigns thro” all, 
ends our glory, nor deſerts our fall. 
s in its home, it triumphs in biek-biace; 
Ind frowns a haughty exile in a grace. | 
me lords it bids admire their wands ſo white, 
IF hich bloom, like Aaron's, to their raviſhr ſight ; 
me lords it bids reſign, and turn their wands, 
e Moes, into ſerpents in their hands, 
Mheſe ſink, as Divers, for renown ; and boaſt 
ic pride inverted of their honours loſt. - 

Mt againſt reaſon ſure tis equal fin 
"Fo boaſt of meerly being out, or in. | 
TW #4 T numbers, here, thro' odd ambition ſtrive 
ſeem the moſt tranſported things alive? 
if by joy, deſert was underſtood, 
d all the fortunate were wiſe, or good. 
2nce aching boſoms wear a viſage gay, 
d ſtifled groans frequent the ball, and play. 
dmpleatly dreſt by * Monteuil, and grimace, 
hey take their birth-day ſuit, and public face; 
eir ſmiles are only part of what they wear, 
St off at night with lady B—— hair. 
What bodily fatigue is half ſo bad ? 
ich anxious care they labour to be glad. 
HAT numbers, here, would into fame advance, 
nſcious of merit in the coxcomb's dance? 
e tavern ! park! aſſembly! maſk! and play, 
oſe dear deſtroyers of the tedious day | 
at wheel of fops! that ſaunter of the town ! 

| it diverfion, and the pill goes down; 
dls grin on fools, and Stoic- like, ſupport, 
thout one ſigh, the pleaſures of a court, 
urts can give nothing to the avi/e, and good, 
ſcorn of pomp, and love of ſolitude. 

4 famous taylor. , : High 


Is that hy praiſe ? let Ringw§oo's fame alone, 


And then aſk pardon for the je you made. 
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16 aa eee Sat. I. 
High fations tumult, but not 3kj create ; 
None think the Great unhappy, but the Great ; 
Fools gaze, and envy ; envy darts a ſting, 
Which makes a ſwain as wretched as a king, 
I envy none their pageantry, and ſhow, 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. | 
Give me, indulgent Gods ! with mind ſerene, 
And guiltleſs heart to range the ſylvan ſcene. 
No ſplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, 
No well-bred hate, or ſervile grandeur there ; 
There pleafing objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt, 
The ſeuſe is raviſht, and the ſ6u/ is bleſt ; 2 
On every thorn delightful wiſdom grows, 
In every rill a ſweet inſtruction flows: 
But ſome, untaugbt, o erhear the whiſp' ring rill, 
In ſpight of ſacred leiſure, blockheads ſtill; 
Nor ſhoots up folly to a nobler bloom 
In her one native ſoil, the drawing-room. 
TRE fquire is proud to ſee his courſer ſtrain, 
Or, well-breath'd beagles ſweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hyppolitus, (whoſe drink is ale, | 
Whoſe erudition is a Chriſtmas-tale, 
Whoſe miſtreſs is ſaluted with a ſmack, 
And friend receiv'd with thumps upon the back) 
When thy ſleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 


Juſt Ringwood leaves each animal his own, 
Nor envies when a gypſy you commit, 
And ſhake the clumſy bench with country wit; 
When you the dulleſt of dull things have ſaid, 


HERE breath, my muſe! and then thy taſk rene 
Ten thouſand fools unſung are ſtill in view. 
Fewer lay- atheiſts made by church-debates ; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eſtates; - | 
| e 51 Ladi 
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adies, whoſe love is conſtant as the wind 5 
its, who prefer a guinea to mankind; 
Newer grave lords to Ser. diſcreetly a. 
Ind fewer /ocks a ſtateſm an gives his friend. 
Is there a man of an eternal WA. 
who lulls the town in winter with his frain, 
\t Bath in ſummer, chants the reigning laſs, . 
And ſweetly whi/tles, as the waters paſs ? 
s there a tongue, like Delia's O er her cup, 
hat runs for ages without winding-up ? 
chere, whom his tenth Epic mounts to fame? 
3 8 Buch, and ſuch only might exhauſt my theme ; 
Nor would theſe heroes of the taſk be glad, 
or who can write ſo falt as men run d. 


3 
4 
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8 A 1 1 R E II. 


Y Muſe, prü- and reach thy deſtinꝰd end, 
Tho? goil, and danger the bold taſk attend ; 
Heroes and Gods make other poems fine, 
Plain fatire calls for ſenſe in every line; 
Then, to what ſwarms thy faults I dare expoſe ? 
All friends to vice, and folly are thy foes ; 
When /uch the foe, a war eternal wage, 
"Tis moſt IIl- nature to repreſs thy 1 rage; 
And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler Muſe excite, 
I'll glory in the verſe I did at write. * 
So weak are human kind by nature made, 
Or to ſuch weakneſs by their vice betray'd, 
Almighty vanity ! to thee they owe 
Their zeft of pleaſure, and their Balm of woe. 
Thou, like the Sun, all co/ours doſt contain, 
Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain; 
For every ſoul finds reaſons to be proud, 
' Tho' hiſs'd, and hooted by the pointing croud. 
Warm in purſuit of foxes, and renown, 
* Hyppolitus demands the Sy/van crown; 
But Florio's fame, the product of a ſhower, 
Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flower! 
Why teems the earth? why melt the vernal ſkies ? 
Why ſhines the ſun ? to make + Paul Diack riſe. 
From morn to night has Florio gazing ſtood, 
And wonder'd how the Gods could be ſo good. | 
What ſhape ? what hue ? 'was ever nymph ſo fair? | 
He doats! he dies! he too is roorzd there. | 
O ſolid bliſs! which nothing can deſtroy, 
Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy, 
* This refers to the firſt Satire. 
T The name of @ Tulip. 


. 


ir? | 


Wecrene, quoth Adam. lo! *twas cruſh'd by me; 
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In fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night, 
| þ nd wakes next day a moſt inglorious wight ; 

oe tulip's dead! ſee thy fair ſiſter's fate, 

ID C— and be kind ere tis too late. 

Nox are thoſe enemies I mention'd all; 
eware, O floriſt, thy ambition's fall. 
\ friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame ; 
quaker ſerv'd him, Adam was his name. 

o one lov d tulip oft the maſter went, 

Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent; J 
Mat came, and miſt it one ill-fated hour. 

Mie rag'd! he roar'd ! what Dæmon cropt my flower ?” 


Fall'n is the Baal to which thou bowd'ſt thy knee.” 
Bur all men want amuſement, and what crime 
ln ſuch a paradiſe to fool their time?“ 
None; but why proud of this? to fame they ſoar; 
Ve grant they're idle, if they'll aſk no more. 
o ſmile at floriſts, we deſpiſe their joy, 
nd think their hearts enamour'd of a toy; 
But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 
urvey with envy, and purſue with fire? 
hat's he, who ſighs for wealth, or fame, or power ? 
Another Florio doating on a flower, 
ſhort-liv'd flower, and which has often rung 
rom ſordid arts, as Forio's out of dung. 
W1T# what, O Codrus ! is thy fancy "I 
he fequer of learning, and the bloom of Wit. 
hy gaudy ſhelves with crimſon bindings gow, 5 
nd Epictetus is a perfect beau. © F 
ow fit for thee bound up in crimſon too, | 
ilt, and, like them, devoted: to the view? 
hy books are furniture. Methinks tis hard 
hat ſcience ſhould be purchas'd, by the yard, 
nd 7T— —- turn'd upholſterer ſend home 
he gilded leather to fit up thy room, 
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But love the thicket where the quarry lies. 


Sells ev'n his houſe, nay wants whereon to lie; 


Inform the world what Codrus would be thought ; 
But leaves to=—what lies between, 
The promiſe of a long-illuftrious blood, 


With ſo conſummate an humanity. 


20 LOYEfFAME fan | 


Ir not to ſome petuliar end aflign'd, 
Study's the ſpecious trifling of the mind 
Or is at beſt a ſecondary aim, 1 
A chace for port alone, and not for game; 
If ſo, ſure they who the meer volume prize, 


On buying books Lorenxo long was bent, 
But found at length that it reduc'd his rent, 
His farms were flown ; when lo ! a Sale comes on, 
A choice collection wha { is to be done ? 
He ſells his 4%; for he the whole will buy; 


So high the generous ardor of the man 

For Romans, Greeks, and Oriental: ran. ” 

When terms were drawn, and brought him by the clerks | 7 

Lorenzo ſign'd the bargain with his mark, 3H 

Unlearned men of books aſſume the care, 

As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair, 
Nor in his author's Iiveries alone 

Is Codrus erudite ambition ſhown ? 

Editions various, at high prices bought, 


And, to this coſt, another muſt ſucceed, 


To pay a ſage, who /ays that he can read, 
Who titles knows, and indexes has ſeen ; 


Of pompous books who ſhuns the proud erpenos 7 
And humbly i is contented with their /en/e, 
O - whoſe accompliſhments make good 


In arts, and manners eminently gra cd, 
The ſtricteſt honour ! and the reſt taſte 1 
Accept this verſe ; if ſatire can agree Sele 


By your example would Hilario mend, 
How would it grace the talents of my friend, 


Hat. II. The Univerſal Paſſion. 2t - 
| o with the charms of his own genius ſmit, EET Ee, 
KC onceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit? 
| ut time his fervent petulance may cool ; 

1 For-tho' he is a wiz, he is no foo). 

In time he'll learn to /, not waſte his ſenſe, 
Nor make a frailty of an excellence. | 
His briſ attack on blackheads we ſhould prize, 555 
were not his jeſt as flippant with the avz/e. 

He ſpares nor friend, nor foe ; but calls to mind, 
Like Doorrs-day, all the faults of all mankind. 
War tho' wi tickles ? tickling is unſafe, 

If ſtill tis painful while it makes us /augh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being ſmar?, 
2X Would leave a ſting within a brother's heart? 

| Parts may be prais'd, good-nature is ador'd ; 
Then, draw your bit as ſeldom as your Sword, 
And never on the Feat; or you'll appear 
As there no hero, no great genius here, 

As in ſmooth oyl the razor beſt is whet, 

So wit is by politeneſsſharpelſt ſet, | 
Their want of edge from their offence is ſeen; 
Both pain us leaſt when exquifitely keen, | 
The fame Men give is for the joy they find ; 

Dull i is the jeſter, when the joke's unkind. 
Since, Mares, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a wit, 

To pay my compliment what place ſo fit? 

His moſt facetious * letters came to hand, 

Which my firſt ſatire ſweetly reprimand. 

If that a i offence to Marcus gave, 

Say, Mareus, which, art thou a b or hnave 7 

For all but ſuch with caution I forbore; 

That thou waſt either, I ne'er knew before 
I know thee now, both har thou art, and cπ] ; | 
No maſk ſo good, but Marcus muſt ſhine through; 

Falſe names are vain, thy lines their author tell, 

"7 beft concealment had been writing wwe// ; 


Letters wr to the Author, fg d Marcus. Bat | 
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But thou a brave negle& of fame haſt ſhown, 
Of others fame, great genius: and thy own. 
Write on unheeded, and this maxim know; 
The man who pardons, diſappoints his foe; | 

Ix malice to proud wits, ſome proudly lull 
Their peevi/h reaſon, vain of being dull; 
When ſome home joke has ſtung their /o/e-mm ſouls, 
In vengeance they determine——to be fools ; 
Thro' ſpleen, that little nature gave, make /e eſs, 
Quite zealous in the ways of heawineſs ; 

To /umps inaminate a fondneſs take, 

And difinherit ſons that are awake, 2 
Theſe, when their utmoſt venom they would ſpit, 
Moſt barbarouſly tell you—+e's a ait. 

Poor Negroes, thus, to ſhew their burning ſpight 

IJ cacodzmons, ſay, they're dev Iiſb white. 

Lampridius from the bottom of his breaſt 
Sighs o'er one child, but triumphs i in the reſt. 

How juſt his grief? one carries in his head 

A leſs proportion of the father's lead ; 

And is in danger, without ſpecial grace, 

To riſe above a Juſtice of the peace. 

The dunghil-breed of men a Diamond ſcorn, 

And feel a paſſion for a grain of corn, 

Some ſtupid, plodding, money-loving wight, . 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black hon white, 

Who with uch pains exerting all his ſenſe, 

Can range aright his ſhillings, pounds, and pence. 
The booby-father craves a booby-ſon, 
And by heav'ns % ing thinks himſelf undone. 

WanTs of all kinds are made to fame a plea, 
One learns to Iiſp, another not to ſee; 

Miſs D tottering catches at your hand. 
Was ever thing ſo pretty born to ſtand ? 

Whilſt theſe what nature gave diſown thro' pride, 
Others affect what nature has deny d. 
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at nature has deny 'd fools will purſue, 
As apes are ever walking upon . 
aas a grateful ſage, our awe, and ſport ! 
4 WP upports grave forms, for forms the ſage nen 

e hems, and cries with an important air, | 
If yonder clouds withdraw, it will be fair: 
hen quotes the Stagyrite to prove it true, 
And adds, the learn'd delight in ſomething new.” 
wil "2 s't not enough the blockhead ſcarce can read, 

1 But muſt he 2vi/cly look, and gravely plead i 'S 
% As far a formaliſt from vi/dom fits 
1 Un judging eyes, as libertines from auitr. 

4 Yer ſubtile wights (ſo blind are mortal men, 
Tho' ſ. atire couch them with-their keeneſt pen) 
For ever will hang out a ſolemn face, 

To put off non/enſe with the better grace ; 

As pedlars with ſome hero's head make bold, 

Illuſtrious mark! where pins are to be ſold. 

Wuar's the bent brow, or neck in * reclin d 
The body's wiſdom to conceal the mind. _ 
A man of ſenſe can artifice diſdain, 
As men of wealth may venture to go plain; 
And be this truth eternal ne er forgot, 
Solemnity's a cover for a ſet. 

I find the foo/, when I behold the 7 

For tis the wiſe man's intereſt to be feen. 

HENCR, , that openneſs of heart, 

And juſt diſdain for that poor mimic, Art; 

Hence (manly praiſe !) that manner nobly free, 

Which all admire, and I commend in thee. 

Wirn generous ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd 
of court, and town the noon-tide maſquerade, | 
Where ſwarms of knawves the vizor quite K 
And hide ſecure behind a naked face ; ? 

Where nature's end of language is declin'd, | 

Aud men talk only to conceal the mind ; bg 

; Where 
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Where generous hearts the greateſt hazard * 
And he who truſts a brother is undone ? 
Theſe all their care expend on outward ſhow 
For wealth, and fame; for fame alone, the Beau. 
Of late at White's was young Florello ſeen, 
How blank his look ? how diſcompos'd his mein >: 
So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign ! 
Sank were his ſpirits ; for his coat was plain. | 
NexrT day his breaſt regain'd its wonted peace, 
His health was mended with a fiver /ace. 
8 artiſt long inur'd to toils | 
Of gentler ſort, with combs, and fragrant oyls, 
Whether by chance, or by ſome God inſpir'd, 
So touch'd his curli, his mighty foul ways fir d. 
The well-ſwoln tyes an equal homage claim, 
And either ſhoulder has it's ſhare of fame; 
His ſumptuous watch-caſe, tho“ conceal'd it lies, 
Like a good conſcience, ſolid joy ſupplies. 
He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain !) 
| $:——e in wit, in breeding D——/. ae. 
Whene er by ſeeming chance he throws his eye 
On mirrors fluſhing with his Brian dye. 
With how ſublime a tranſport leaps his heart * 
But fate ordains that deareſt friends muſt part. 
In active meaſures brought from France, he wheels, 
And triumphs conſcious of his learn'd heels. 
So have I ſeen on ſome bright fummer's day 
A calf of genius, debonnair and gay,, 
Dance on the bank, as if inſpir d by fame, 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the ſtream. © ; 
MOROSE is ſunk with ſhame, whene'er bps 8 
In linnen clean, or peruke undiſguis c. 32 9 
No ſublunary chance his veſtments fear, 
Valu'd, like leopards, as their ſpots appear. 
A fam'd Sur-tout he wears, which once was blue, 
And his foot ſwims in a capacious ſhoe, 
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7 One Jay " wiſe (for who can wives reclaim 7) 

1 evell'd her barbarous needle at his fame; 
Mat open force was vain ; by night ſhe went, | 
and, while he ſlept, ſurpriz'd the darling "© ne 
Where yawn'd the frize is now become a doubt. | 
nd glory at one entranct q whe Jos, — e ee 
Hz ſcorns Florello, and Fiel him 
This hates the Alb creature, Lale the 2 3 35 . 
4 I Thus in each other both theſe Fools deſpife 

' PF Their own dear ſelves, with undiſcerning eyes z 
Their methods various, but alike their aim: 

rhe and the fop/ng are the ſame. 
E Whigs and Tories ! ! thus it fares with you, 
hen party-rage too warmly you purſue ; 
hen both club nonſenſe, and impetuous pride, 
nd /o// joins whom ſentiments divide. 
Pos vent your ſpleen as monkeys, when they paſs, 
ccratch at the mimic-monkey in the glaſs, 
While both are one; and henceforth be it known, 
FF ools of both ſides ſhall ſtand as fools alone. 
Zur Who art thou? methinks Florello cries. 
boOf all thy ſpecies art thou only wiſe ?” 
Pince ſmalleſt things can give our ſins a twitch, 
s croſſing ſtraws retard a paſſing witch, 
lorello, thou my monitor ſhalt be; 
Il conjure thus ſome profit out of Thee. 
O thou my ſelf! abroad our counſels roam, 
nd, like ill huſbands, take no care at home. 
ou too art wounded with the common dart, 
nd love of fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wiſe means to gain it haſt thou choſe ? 
now, fame and fortune both are made of proſe. 
s thy ambition ſweating for a rhyme, 
hou unambitious fob], at this late time? 
While I a moment name, a moment's paſt, 
'm nearer death in this verſe than the af; 5 
* Milton, - C What 
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| What chen is to be döbe ? be Wiſs with pet: you on 


A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 4 

AND what o | opti go he the hate of ame , * ; 
How vain th how imp deem 6 al Wan ed! . 
For what are n PEO tg 8 at praiſe ublitie, © 
But bubbles on the 7750 Kh n of "Time, a 
That riſe, and fall,, that ſwell, and are no na, 


| 3 ern, and forgot, ben thouſand i in an hour? 
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Sat. NI: 7 be — Nad 


Is A * I. E III. 


To the Rioun Hovwovnanuy' 


Mr. DODINGTO we 


ONG, Dodington, in debt I hg have ſought -- 
| * To eaſe the burthen of my. grateful ns 3 
” And now a:poet's gratitude you. ee, 

L 4 Grant him:#wo favours, and he'll aſk. for os 2 _ 
1 For whoſe che preſent glory, or the gain? 
vou give protection, I a worthleſs ſtrain... 
vou love, and feel the poet's ſacred lame. 
And know the Baſis of a ſolid fame 

Tho' prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 

You read with all the aalics of a friand; 

Nor favour „ eee, eee alone, 

But more to raiſe my verſe, conceal your own. 

Ax ill tim d modeſty ! e Ger, 

3 ij When wanted Britain bright examples more. ? 

Her Learning, and her Genius too decays, | 

And darkyand cold:are her declining days: 

As if men now were of another caſt, - py 2c 
hey meanly live o# al of ages: pat. 
en ſtill are men, and they, WhO boldly dare, one 
1 triumph o'er the ſons of cold deſparn 

, If they fail, they juſtly ſtill take place 

Df ſuch, who, run in debt: for their diſgrace, | 

ho borrow much, then fairly make it- known, 

And damn it with improvements of their own. 

e bring ſome new materials, and what's old 

ew-caſt with care, and in no B;arroab d mold; 

ate times the verſe may read, if theſe refuſe, 

And from ſowyr critics vindicate the muſe. | 
C 2 #51 « Your 
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* Your work is long,” the critics cry: 'tis true, 
And lengthens till, to take in fools like you; 
Shorten my labour, if its length you blame, 

For, row but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 
As hunted hags, who, while the dogs purſue, 
Renounce their four legs, and ſtart up on two. 

Lix the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile, 

Will I enjoy (dread feaſt !) the critic's rage, 

And with the fell deſtroyer feed my page. 

For what ambitious fools are more to blame 
Than thoſe, who thunder in the critic's name? 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in his, 
To ſee what wretches gain the praiſe they miſs. 

BALBUTIUS muffled in his ſable cloak, 
Like an old druid from his hollow oak, 

As ravens ſolemn, and as boading, cries, 
Ten thouſand worlds for the three unities! 
Ye doctors ſage, who thro' Parnaſſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or practiſe what you preach. 

One judges, as the weather dictates, right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night; 
Another judges by a ſurer gage, 

An author's principles, or parentage ; 

Since his great anceſtors in Flanders fell, 

The poem, doubtleſs, muſt be written well, 

Another judges by the writer's l 

Another judges, for he bought the bot: 4 
Some judge, their knack of judging-wwrong to keep; | 

Some judge, becauſe it is too ſoon to /eep. 5, 3 

Tnus all will judge, and with one ſingle aim, 
To gain themſelves, not give the writer fame. 4 
The very beſt ambitiouſly adviſe, | 3 
Half to ſerve you, and half to paſs.for wiſe; . MY 
None are at leiſure others to reward ; q 
They ſcarce will damm, but out of ſelf-regard. 1 
CR1 ic 
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= Cxir1cs on verſe, as /quibs on triumphs wait, 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the ſtate ; 
Hot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſcribbling fry 
Burn, hiſs, and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink, and die. 
Rail on, my friends ! what more my verſe can crown 
Than Compton's ſmile, and your obliging frown ? 
Nor all on books their criticiſm waſte ; + 
The genius of a 4% ſome juſtly taſte, 


And eat their way to fame ; with anxious thought 
he ſalmon is refus'd, the turbot bought. 
Impatient art rebukes the ſun's delay, 
And bids december yield the fruits of may, 
Their various cares in one great point combine, 


e buſineſs of their lives, that is———o dine, 


Half of their precious day they give the feaſt, 
And, to a kind digeſtion, ſpare the reſt. + 
Apicius, here, the taſter of the;town, - . 
Feeds twice a- week, to ſettle their renown. _ 
Taxzsz worthies of the palate. guard with care 
The ſacred annals of their b:/!s "of FS 
In thoſe choice books:-their-panegyricks read, 
And ſcorn the creatures that for hunger feed. 
If man by feeding well commences great, 
Much more the worm, to whom that man is meat. 
To glory ſome advance a lying claim, 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame; 
Their front ſupplies what their ambition . 
They know a thouſand lords, behind their backs. 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, 
When turn'd away, with a familiar leer ;* 
And H 97s eyes, unmercifully keen, 
Have murder'd fops, by whom ſhe ne'er was ſeen, 
Niger adopts ſtray libels, wiſely prone 
To covet ſhame, till greater than his own. 
Bathyllus in the winter of threeſcore 
Belies his innocence, and keeps a where. N 
C 3 _ Abſence 
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Abſence of mind Brabantio turns to fame, 

Learns to miſlale, nor knows his brother's dame. 

Has words, and thoughts in nice diſorder . 

And takes a memorandum to forget. 

Thus vain; nor knowing what adorns, newt woe hg 

Men -forge the patents, that” createtliem ſots. 
As love of pleaſure into pain betrays, 

So moſt grow infamous thro*-love of praiſe, ' 

But whence for praiſe can ſuch an ardor riſe, 

When thoſe, who bring qhat incenſe; we deſpiſe * 

For ſuch the vanity of great, and ſmall, . 

Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 
Nox can even ſatire blame them, for tis true | 

They moſt Rave emple reals for what they do. 

O!]! fruitful Britain doubtleſs, thou waſt meant | 
A nurſe of fooli:to ſtock the continent. 
Tho' Phebus, and the nine for ever mow, 

Rank follyrunderneath the ſcythe will grow. 
The plenteous harveſt calls me forward ſtill, 
Till I ſurpaſs in length my lawyers bill, 7 
A Welch deſcont, which well-paid- heralds 0 ann, 
Or, longer till, a Datchman's epigram. . 
When cloy' d, in fury I throw down my pen, 
In comes a coxcomb, and I write agen. 

SEE] T:tyrus: with merriment poſſeſt, 
Is burſt with laughter, ere. he hears the jet; 5 
What need he ſtay ? for when the Joke 0 er, 
His 7eeth will be no whiter than before. 
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Is there of theſe, ye fair] ſo great a dearth, 1 
That you need purchaſe monkeys,” for your mirth ? 
Sou vain of paintings,” bid ee | 
Of. hou 2 ; 
Some (perfect wiſdom!) of ,a Wende nh ib 
And boaſt; like cordeliers;aſedtirge for life. 
SOMETIMES, thro” pride, the-ſexes change their airs, 
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My lord wears Breeches, an my lac (SWAG. i 1 

To ſhew the ſtrength, and infam e Res 

By all 'tis follow'd, wad by al deny 15 ff 1 
hat numbers a 18 the to hi 1 1 1 65 . be wn 

Praiſe, and he 150 co e wy by 

incenna End; ws 5 bet 8. 

And therefore 55 W 

akes his e in modeſty's d * 

o win app auſe, and takes it by furprize. | 

To err, ſays he, in ſmall things is e oy 

Fou know your anfuer, he's exadt in great. 

4 p „ My fiyle, ſays he, is rude,” and full of faults 

O what ſenſe,? what energy of ? bbs 

3 i hat he wants Algebra he muft confeſs. 

Put not a. ſoul to give our arms fucceſs. 1443 

« Ah! that's a hit indeed, Vincenna cries 3 

But who in heat of blood was ever wiſe . 

« I own 'twas wrong, when thouſands cala me a 

To make that hopeleſs, ill-advis'd attack; 5 

All fay twas madneſs, nor dare, I deny: 1 

„ Sure never fool ſo well deſery'd to die.” n 

Could 2his deceive in others, to be free, 

It ne'er, Vincenna, cou'd deceive in thee, . 

Whoſe condudt is a comment to thy tongue e 

So clear, the dulleſt cannot take, thee \ Wrong, 4 

Thou on ont ſleeve wilt thy revenue Wear, 

And haunt the court, without a broſpee? there. | 

Are theſe expedients for renown. "confefs - 

Thy little /e If, that I may ſcorn thee leſs. 

Be wile, Vi, incenna, and the court forſake, 

Our fortunes there. nor thou, nor 7 ſhall make. | 

|Ev'n men of merit, ere 7 they Zain, 

In hardy ſervice makes long ampaign, 

Moſt manfully beliege their Penh Sate, 

4 * repuls d, as oft RE the BY. pd. 
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32 TLOYE of FAME, at. IN. 
With painftl art, and application warm, * 
And take at laſt ſome ele place by ſtormz . 
Enough to keep two fooes on Sunday „ 1 
And farve, upon diſcreetly in Sheer-lane. 2 Ee. D 
Already this thy fortune can afford, 

Then ftarve without the favour of my ad. 

"Tis true, great fortunes ſome great men 1. . 
But often, ev'n in doing right, they err: 

From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; 
They give, but think it hi to know to whom: 
The man that's neareſt Hawuning they advance. 

Tis inbumanity to bleſs by chance. | 

Tf merit ſues, and greatneſs is ſo loth _ 

To break its downy trance, I pity both. 

I grant at court, Philander, at his need. 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed. 
Of every charm, and virtue ſhe's poſſeſt, 
Philander ! thou 72 exquiſitely bleſt, 

The publick envy ! now then, tis allow'd, 
The man is found, who may be 7 pod; 
But, ſee ! how ſickly is ambition's taſte ? 
Ambition feeds on traſh, and Ioaths a feaſt 
For lo ! Philander, of reproach afraid, 

In ſecret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 

Some nymphs ſell reputation, others buy, 
And love a market, where the rates run high. 
Ttalian muſick's ſweet, becauſe tis dear? 

Their vanity is tickled, not their ar; 

Their taſtes wou'd leſſen, if the prices fell, 

And Shakeſpear's wretched ſtuff do quite as well ; 
Away the diſinchanted fair would thrang, 
And own, that Engli/þ is their mother- tongue. 

To ſhew how much our northern taſtes refine, 
Imported nymphs our peereſſes out-ſhine ; 
While rrade/men ſtarve theſe Philomels are gay; 

For generous lords had rather give, than pq. A al 
„ | V 
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: 9 D laviſh land ! for found at ſuch expence ? | 5 
et then ſhe ſaves it in her bills for ſenſe. / 
Musicx I paſſionately love. tis plain, 3 
tince for its ſake ſuch Dramas I ſuſtain. 
n opera, like a pillory, may be ſaid 
o nail our ears down, but expoſe our head. 
BE Hop the maſquerade s fantaſtick ſcene! | 
he legi/ature join'd with Drum. lane? : 
When Britain calls, th* embroider'd Patriots run, 
nd ſerve their country if the dance is done. 
bi Are we not then allow'd to be polite ?” | 
4 42 Ves, doubtleſs, but firſt ſet your notions right. 
N ortb of politencfþ 1 is the needful ground, 
1 Were that is wanting, bis can ne'er be found. 
I Triflers not ev'n in trifles can excel ; 
Tis /lia Podies only poliſb well. 
ax, choſen prophet ! for theſe latter days, 
To turn a willing world om righteous ways, 
well, , doſt thou thy maſter ferve ; 
wel has he ſeen his /erwazt ſhou'd not ſtarve. 
Thou to his name haſt ſplendid temples rais'd, 
In various forms of 4wor/ip ſeen him prais'd, 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 
And ſung ſweet anthems in a tongue unknown. . 
Inferior off rings to thy God of vice. IRA. 21 
Are duly paid in fiddles, cards, and dice; * 
Thy ſacrifice ſupream an hundred maid; ! 
That ſolemn rite of midnight maſquerades ! 
If maids the quite-exhauſted town denies, 
An hundred head of cucko/ds muſt ſuffice. Bw 
Thou ſmil'ſt, well pleas'd with the converted land, 
To ſee the y churches at a ſtand. 5. bug 
AnD, that thy miniſtry may never fail, 
But what thy hand has planted ſtill prevail, 


— . * 


Of 
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Of minor prophets a ſucceſſion ſ ure 

The propagation of thy zeal ſecure. 
SEE commons, peers, and miniſters of "IN 

In ſolemn council met, and deep debate 5 qu "i 4 

What godlike enterprize is taking birth ?, 2 . | 

What wonder opens on. th expecting earth 1 Mage 

"Tis done! with loud applauſe the council, rings! 3 

Fixt is the fate of whores, and fddle/trings : 4 oh | 
Tno' bold theſe truths, thou, muſe, with eryths 1. 
ee, 5 

Wilt none offend, whom tis a praiſe to pleaſe. 8 

Let others flatter to be flatter d, thou, 

Like juſt tribunals, bend an awful brow... 

How terrible it were to common ſenſe, - 

To write a /atire, which gave none offence ? 3 

And, fince from /ife I take the draughts you ee 

If men diſlike them, do they cenſure me? _ ot 

On then, my muſe! and fools, and Inaves expoſe, - = 


4 


And, ſince thou canſt not make a friend, make nt _= 4 | 
The fool, and knave tis glorious to offend, = 
And godlike an attempt the world to mend, = 


'The world, where lucky: throws to Blockbeads fall, 
Knaves know the game, and'bone/t'men pay all. 
H ow hard for real worth to gain it 8 "Prey: ? | g ; V 
A man ſhall make his fortune i in a trice, /' - - . 1 N 
If bleſt with pliant, tho but ſlender ſale, | B 
-Feign'd modeſty, and real impudencde. BY 
A ſupple knee, ſmooth tongue, an eaſy dae. ' 


A curſe within, a ſmile upon his face, 4 141 NY 
A beauteous ſiſter; or convenient wife, 7 


Are prixes in che lottery of lifes == 
Genius, and virtue they will ſoon defeat, —— 
And lodge you in the boſom of ee 1 0 3 % 
To merit, is but to provide a pain! |. _— 
From men's refuling what you ought to gain. 3 
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Mar, Dodington, this maxim fail in you, 

hom my preſaging thoughts already view 

y Walpolr's conduct fir d, and friendſhip grac'd, 

c higher in your prince's favour plac'd; 

nd lending, here; thoſe awful councils aid, 

| Lp you, ,abroag, with ſuch ſucceſs obey'd : 
ar this from one, who holds your friendſhip dear; 

hat moſt we wiſh, with eaſe we fancy near. 


35 


— 


— 


36 LOV Eof FAME, Sat. 1 


8 A T IN E IV. 1 


o the Rienr HonouraBLE | 1 


Sir SPENCER comeTon.f 


ET * 
— — — > — 
- = 
od —— —— ũ——˙ . —— — — 
> - 2. a wy — 


1 8 


0 UND ſome fair tree th ambitious avoodbin 
grows, 
And breathes her ſweets on the ene boughs ; 
So ſweet the werſe, th' ambitious verſe, ſhould be, - 
(O] pardon mine) that hopes ſupport from thee ; ug 1 
Thee, Compton, born o'er ſenates to preſide, = 
Their dignity to raiſe, their councils guide; 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 
And Kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh; 
Of diſtant virtues nice extreams to blend, 
The crownr's aſſerter, and the people's friend: 
Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer views, 
To liſten to the labours of the m,] 
Thy fmiles protect her, while thy Talents fre, 
And 'tis but ha/F thy glory to inſpire. 
VexrT at a publick fame ſo juſtly won, 
The jealous Chremes, is with ſpleen undone. 
Chremes, for airy penſions of renown, 
Devotes his ſervice to the fate, and crown ; 
All ſchemes he knows, and knowing, all improves, 
Tho Britain's thankleſs, ſtill this patriot loves; 
But patriots differ, ſome may ſhed their blood, 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good ; | 
Conſults the ſacred team, and there foreſees 
What ſtorms, or ſunſhine providence decrees, 
Knows for each day the weather of our fate: 
A Luid- nunc is an almanack of ſtate. 
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vor ſmile, and think hit ſtateſman void of uſe. 

y may not time his ſecret worth ere th 
rce apes can roaſt the choice caftanian nut, 
nce feeds of genius are expert at Pur, 

Pace half the ſenate not content can ſay, 

N. „% nations ſave, and puppies plots betray. 
War makes him model realms, and counſel kings? 
n incapacity ſor ſmaller things. 

ZFoor Chremes can't conduct his own eftate, 
nd thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 

9 | GEHENNO leaves the realm to Chremes' ſkill, 
"And boldly claims a province higher ſtill. 
o raiſe a name, th' ambitious boy has got 

t once a bible, and a Soulaer-Inot; : 

Deep in the focret he looks thro' the whole, 
And pities the dull rogue that /aves his ſoul ; 

o talk with reverence you muſt take good heed, . 
Nor ſhock his tender reaſon with the creed. 
How. e'er, well-bred, in publick he complies, 

obliging friends along with b/aſþhemies. 
tf Przract is poiſon, good eftates are bad 

For this diſeaſe ; poor rogues run ſeldom mad. 
Have not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 
And falling flocks quite cur d an unbelief? 
While the ſun ſhines, Blunt talks with wond'rous force; 
hut thunder mars /a// beer, and weak diſcourſe. 
"IT Such uſeſul infirument; the weather ſhow, 
IF Juſt as their mercury is high or low. 
HEALTH chiefly keeps an atheiſt in the dark; 
A fever argues better than a Clarke ; 
Let but the logick in his pu//e decay, 
The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray; z 
While C mourns with an unfeigned zeal 
Th' apoſtate youth, who reaſon'd once ſo well. 
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| 33 LOVE N FAME, 0 
10 | — 4 A makes ſo merry with the creed,” 8 
10/3000 He almoſt thinks he diſbelieves indeed; 
10/54 But only thinks ſo ; to give both their due, 

0 ho Satan, and he, believe. and tremble too. 


n 


Or ſome for Glo ſuch. the boundleſs rage, 
T hat they're the blackeſt /canda/ of their age. 
"NARCISSUS the tartarian club diſclaims, 
Nay, a ſree-maſom with ſome terror names, 
Omits no duty, nor can envy ſay 
He miſs d theſe many years the church, or Play; 
He makes no noiſe in parliament, tis true, 
But pays hig debts, and wifit, when. 'tis due; 
His character, and gloves are ever clean, 
And then, he can outbow the bowing | Dean ; ; 
A ſmile eternal on his lip he wears, 
Which equally the wiſe, and worthleſs ſhares. 
In gay fatigues this moſt undaunted chief 
Patient of ialeneſi beyond belief, 
Moſt charitably lends the town his face \ 
For ornament, in every publick place; 
As ſure, as cards, he to the aſſembly comes, | 
And is the furniture of drawing-rooms. + +» -: 
When Ombre calls, his hand, and heart are as 
And, join'd to two, he fails not to _ n 
Narciſſis is the glory of his rage | 
For who does nothing with: à better ce? Abnudlz“; 
To deck my liſt, A wee re ene u 
Such ſhining expletives of human kind, 
Who want, while thro' blank life they . along, 
| Senſe to be right, and paſton to be wrong. 
3 counterpoiſe- this hero of the made, £ 
Some for :renown are ſingular, e 
What other men diſſike is fute to pleſe 
Of all mankind theſe dear antipẽ,ůiʒ 
Thro' pride, not malice, they run counter ſtill, 
And birtb-days are their days of dreſſing 40. 
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. W. be e Univerſal "Paſſion 
þ——t A foot,” ard Fa ſage, © E 
5 will fright you, E. — engage, 
nature ſtreams run backward, flame deſcends 


g 's 
2 ones mount, and S is che worſt of friends. 
2 


Tuer take their reſt by day, and Wake by ni eb, . | 
b nd bluſh, if vod fürprize them in the rig. 
1 3 they by chance blut out, "ere well Ware, . i | a 


van is white, or 2—— — Is fair. Z 

Norge exceeds i in ridicule, no doubt, 
fool in faſhion, but, a fool that's one 5. 

os paſſion for abfutglty's $ "16 ftrong, 


114 


Ie Cankb? bear 4 rivdl 1 in the Wong. 3 
* wrong the mode, comply ; 3 more ND is be. 
voearing others * follies, than your awn. .. 
= | what is out of. faſhion. moſt you Prize, 
Wcthinks 1 you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe, | 
Bur what in oddnefs c can be more ine , lter o 
han S——, 35 c nan of _hjs time time? — eto 
15 nice abſt ous ; fancies, *_ eee by 
is daughter's ren 8 e inhances, is 5 7 0 10 
und ABmole's baby- -houſe i is, in his view,” Med ry: 


* 
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Now his eyes anguiſh ? how bis thoughts adove _ 
1 j hat painted coat Rick 7 o/ep ph never ab . ore: 3 v 
e ſhews on Sali, a facr cred | PA TING A a 
hat touch” Fthe af „that touched Queen B. * We chin. , 
=o © Sintethat great 2 our chrbnicles deplore, 
oF Since the great p/ague that ſwept as many more, 
Was ever year unbleſt as #bis ? ” bell cry, 
It has not broyght | us one new butterfly | 3 
n times that ſuffer ſuch learn Amen as theſe, * 
Unhappy i how came 0 to pleaſe? 
Nor _ buttctflies a are Lico's game ; 
t, in effect, his chace Is much the ſame. | 
Warm in purſuit, he leber all the great, 
Stanch to the foot of title, and fate, 


 Where-c'er 
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Where-e'er their /ord/hips go, they never find, 

Or Lico, or their fadows lagg behind 

He /ets them ſure, where. e er their hordſhips run, 
Cloſe at their elbows, as a morning-dun ; 

As if their grandeur, by contagion, wrought, 
And fame was, like a fever, to be caught: 

But after ſeven years dance from place to place, 
The * Dane is more familiar with his grace. 
Wno'p be a crutch to prop a rotten peer; 

Or living pendant, dangling at his ear, 
For ever whiſp'ring ſecrets, which were blown 

For months before, by trumpets, thro” the town ? 
Who'd be a _g/af, with flattering grimace, 
Still to reflect the temper of his face; 

Or happy pin to ſtick upon his ſleeve, 

When my lord's gracious, and, vouchſafes it leave; 

Or cuſßion, when his heavineſs ſhall pleaſe _ 
To loll, or thump i it for his better eaſe; | 4 
Or a vile Bt, for noon, or night beſpoke,” — 
When the peer raſbly ſwears he Il club his joke 2 
Who'd ſhake with laughter, tho he cou'd not find - —_ 
His lordſhip's jeſt ; or, if his noſe broke wind, 
For bleſſings to the Gods profoundly bow, 7 
That can cry chimney-weep, or drive a ploungb? Ml 
With terms like theſe how mean the tribe that clo/o? Ml 
Scarce meaner they, who terms, like theſe, impoſe. 

Bur what's the tribe moſt likely to comply? 

The men of ink, or antient authors lye; ; | 
The writing tribe, who ſhameleſs auctions hold 
Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be ſold. | 

- All men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt 
With deathleſs fame, their everlaſting boaſt : 
For fame no cully makes ſo much her jeſt, 

As her old, conſtant ſpark, the bard profeſt. 

« B——/e ſhines in council, M : in the ht, _ 


« P—/—m's magnificent; but I can write, _ 
e „4 
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d what to my great ſoul like glory dear ?” 
ſome God whiſpers in his tingling ear, 
ame's unwholſome taken without meat, 


7 
life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is eat; 
n /can, and wiſe, he curſes what he writ, 


vimes all his wants were in his wiz. 
2 x ! what avails it, when his dinner's loſt, 
o * his triumphant name adorns a poſt ? 
at his ſhining page, (provoking fate) 
a f ds ſirloyns, which ſons of dullneſs eat? 
War foe to verſe without compaſſion hears ? 
c cruel! preſe-man can refrain from tears? 
n the poor muſe, for leſs than half a Crown, 
&-//i:ute on every bulk in town, 
other whores undone, tao' not in print, 
s credit for Geneva in the Mint? 
es bards! why will you ſing, tho? uninſpir'd 
I bards ! why will you farve, to be admir'd 4 
4 by Phæbus laws, beyond redreſs, 
will your eres haunt the frighted pol þ 
gmetre, that excreſcence of the head, 
e bair, will ſprout, altho' the poet's dead... 
p rr other trades demand, verſe- makers 4 ; 
edication is a evooden leg ; 
arren Labeo, the true mumper's faſhion, 
oſes borrow'd brats to move compaſſion, 
. go ſuch v, vile bards I diſcommend, 
wore, tho gentle Damon i is my friend. 
ee then a crime to 4vrire ? if talents rare 
claim the God, the crime is to forbear; 
ſome, tho few, there are large-· minded men, 
ho watch unſeen the labours of the pen, 
o know the muſe's worth; and therefore court, 
eir deeds her theme, their bounty her ſupport, 
o ſerve, unaſt d, the leaft pretence to wit; 


ſole excuſe, alas | for having wr. &.- TAE 
D 5 Will 
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Will H—: pardon, if I dare commend 1 
H—, with zeal a patron, and a friend? 

e true wit is ſtudious toreftore, - + 

And D—: ſmiles, if Phæbus ſmil'd before, 

P— he in years the long-lov'd arts men 
And Henrietta like a muſe inſpires. . 

Bur ah! not inſpiration can obtain 
That fame, which poets languiſh for in vain. 
How mad their aim! who thirſt for glory, ſtrive; 
To graſp, what no man can poſſeſs ative. 
Fame's a reverſion in which men take place 
(O late reverſion!) at their own deceaſe. 

This truth ſagacious Lintot knows ſo well; 

He /tarves his authors, that their works may Kall. 
THAT fame is wealth, fantaſtick poets cry 3- 

That wealth is fame, another clan reply, 

Who know no guilt, no ſcandal but in rags ;. 

And in juſt proportion to their bags. 

Nor only the low born, deform d, and old 

Think glory nothing but the beams of gold, 

The firſt young lord, which in the Mall you meet, 

Shall match the verieſt huncks. in Lombard. freet, 

From reſcu d candles ends who rais d a ſum, 

And ſtarves to join a penny to a plumb; - - 

A beardle/s miſer? tis a guilt unknown 

To former times, a ſcandal all our own; 

Oy ardent lovers, the true modern hand 

Will mortgage Celia to redeem their. land. 
For love, young, noble, rich. Caſtalis dies x 
Name but the fair, love ſwells into his eyes. 
Divine'Monimia, thy ſond fears lay doyn; 

No rival can prevail ncbut half a Crown... 

Hz glories to late times te be conyey d, 
Not for the poor he has yalieu d, but made. 
Not ſuch ambition his great fathers fir d, 
When Harry conquer * e W 
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d be a ſlave, a pimp, a dog for gain, | 
y; a dull. ſheriff for his g oldes chain, 
« Waro'p be a ſlave? "thelgalland Colonel cries, 
hile love of glory ſparkles from his eyes. 
> deathleſs fame he londly' pleads his right. 
ft is his title, for I will not fight;. _ 
f foldicry alour,.all divines have grace, 
maids of honour beauty, —by their 3 
* pt, when indulging on the laſt campaign, 
"oF lofty terms climb.o'er' the hills of ſlain, 


gives the foes he ſlew, at each vain word, 
ſweet revenge, and Dalf-abſobves his ſword.” 


8 Or boaſting more than of a Bom afraid, 
liier ſhould be modeſt, as a maid; - 
"Mane is a bubble the reſery'd enjoy, | 
ho ſtrive to graſp it, as they zouch, deflroy: 
[is the world's debt to deeds of high degree ; 3 
ut if you pay your ſelf, the world is free. + 
Wasn there no tongue to ſpeak them but 5 own, 
guſtus deeds in arms had ne er been know 
euſtu deeds; if that ambiguous, — 1 1 
$3 onfounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 
ach is the prince's worth, of whom I 3 
* nor luſh at the miſtake. 
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ON 0 
W OM E N 
0 fare of creation! laf ade. 


Of all God's words Creature, in ** excel 4 
Whatever can to fight, or rape be forms. 


Holy, divine, good, le, or feveet ! 
How art 4 1 1— 


OR reigns Abies in n bold man alone; 
Soft female hearts the rude invader own. 
But, chere indeed, it deals in nicer thing 
Than routing armies, and dethroning king | 3 3 ; 

Attend, and you diſcern it in the * | 1 en 
Conduct a finger, or reclaim a Hai: 
Or rowl the lucid orbit of an ge; TY —_ 
Or in full joy elaborate a . 

Tus ſex we honour, tho? their faults we blame: 
Nay thank their faults for ſuch a fruitful theme. 
A theme, fair—— ! doubly kind to me, 
Since ſatyrizing thoſe, is praiſing thee; 

Who wouldſt not bear, too modeſtly refin'd, = 
A panegyrick of a groſſer kind. 1 

BRHANMWA's daughters, much more /air than nich n 
Too fond of admiration, loſe their price; | 6 
Worn in the publick eye, give cheap delight 
To throngs, and tarniſh to the ſated fight. 
As unreſerv'd, and beauteous, as the ſun, 
Thro' every /ign of vanity they run; 
Aſſemblies, parks, coarſe feaſts in city-halls, 
Lectures, and tryali, plays, committees, Balli, 

Wells, tedlams, executions, Smithfield-fcenes, 

And Fortune-tellers caves, and {ons dens, 


Mikros. 


Tavern 
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zverns, £xchanges, bridewwells, drawing-rooms, 
valments, pillories, coronations, tombs, _— 
blers, and funerals, puppet-ſhewws, Reviews, 
ales, races, rabbets, (and ſtill ſtranger ! peaur. 
CLARIND A's boſom burns, but burns for fame ; 3 
aud love lies vanquiſht in a nobler flame: 
arm gleams of hope ſhe, now, diſpenſes; then, 
bit ike April- ſuns, dives into clouds agen. 

ich all her luſtre, zow, her lover warms ; 
1 hen, out of ofentation, hides her charms. 
is, next, her pleaſure ſweetly to complain, 
Ind to be taken with a ſudden pain; 

4 en, the tarts up all. ecſtaſie, and bliſs, 

and is, ſweet ſoul ! juſt as ſincere in this. 
bow the rowls her charming eyes in /þight ! 
And looks delightfully with all her might! 
But like our heroes, much more brave, than wiſe, 
zhe conquers for the triumph, not the prize. 
ZARA reſembles tna crown'd with ſnows ; 
Without ſhe freezes, and within ſhe glows; 
ice ere the ſun deſcends, with zeal inſpir'd, 
rom the vain converſe of the world retir'd, 
She reads the p/a/ms, and chapters for the day 
Sn ——Clara, or the laſt new play. 
07 bus gloomy Zara with a ſolemn grace 
ccceives mankind, and hides behind her ace. 
Non far beneath her in renown is ſhe © © 
i, ha, thro? good-breeding, is ill-company. 

EBV hoſe manners will not let her larum ceaſe, 

ho thinks you are a»happy, when at peace; 
o find you news who racks her ſubtile head, 
And vows ——hat her great grandfather is dead. 8 ne 
= A dearth of words a ab an need not fear, 
Y But 'tis a taſk indeed to learn 10 bear. | 
n that the {kill of converſation lies 
WW, bat , or males you both polite, and wife. 
ZANTIPPE 


5 j . 
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ZANTIPPE cries * let nymphs who noughtcan 55 J | 
« Be loſt in ſilence, and reſign the day: 4 
« And let the guilty wife her guilt confeſs © 

« By tame behaviour, and a ſoft addreſs.” - 

Thro' virtue, foe refuſes to comply ' © | 
With all the diftates of Eumanity jo ON 
Thro' wiſdom, /e refuſes to ſubmilt 
To wiſdom's rules, and raves to prove Kit wit < © 
Then, her unblemiſht honour to maintain, 
Rejects her huſband's kindneſs with diſdain. - 

But if by chanee an ill-adapted word wow 
Drops from the lip of her upſvary W955 e en, 1 
Her darling china! in be whitlwind ſent ES 


Winz may indeed 8 the meekeſt abe, 
But keen Zantippe ſcorning borrow'2 flame, 
Can vent ker thunders, and her lightnings SY | 
O'er cooling gruel, and compoſing f. 
Nor reſts by night, but more fincere'than r nice, 
She /hakes the curtains with her int advice; OR: 
Doubly like eccho, ſound is her delight, * 
And the Ja, word is her eternal right.” © _ ad 
Is't not enough plagues, wars, and amines ae 
To laſh our crimes, but muſt our wives be 7 1 
FAMINE, plague, war, and an unoumber Gl Y 
Of guilt-avenging Als, to man belang; 1 2 
What black, what ceaſele e/5 cares beliege our Hate? 
What ſtroaks we feel from Fancy, * un Grad fate?* 4 
If fate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow, por 
We make misfo ne, Suicides in oo. 
Superfluous aid! unneceſſary {ill ! | 
Is natrre backward to torment, or kill * 
How oft the voor, how oft the midnight bell, 
(That iron tongue of death I) with ſolemn oY 
On folly's errands, . as we vainly ! am, 
Knocks at our hearts, and finds our ** from = 
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en drop ſo faft, ere life's mid ftage we tread, 

ew know ſo many friends alive, as dial. 

et, as immortal, in our uphill chace — 

e preſs coy fortune with unſlacken'd Pace 5 35 

Dur ardent labours for the toys we ſeek, = 
Join night to day, and ſunday to the week. 55 

Pur very joys are anxious, and expire 
etween /aticty and fierce defire. de Tt, | 

Now what reward for all this grief, and toil 4 

ot one; a female friend's endearing ſmile; 
tender fmile, our ſorrow's only balm, 

And in life's tempeſt, the ſad ſailor's calm. 
How have I ſeen a gentle Nymph dra wigh, 

Peace in her air, perſuaſion. in her ere 157 
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ictorious tenderneſs! it all Gercame, 
u/bands look'd mild, and: ſavage; grew. tame. 

= TH: Sy/var race our active nymphs purſue ; 125 
lan is not 4% the game they have in vie; ö 
Wn woods, and fields theix glory they n. et 
FT here Mafer Berty leaps a five-barr'd gate 
While fair M:/ Charles to toilets is conſin' d, 

Nor raſbly tempts the barbarous ſun, and wing. | 
WSome nymphs affect a more heroick breed, 

And vault from hunters to the manag d feed; gf] 
Command his prancings with a martial air, 300 
And Fobert has the forming of tlie fair: Tr b 
Moxs than one ſteed muſt Delia s empire yg 1-914 
Who ſits triumphant. Oer the flying wheel; |) - : ba 
And as ſhe guides i it thro' th admiring chrongs | 
With what an air the ſmacks the fullen thong: 
Graceful, as John, ſhe moderates eee int r 
And whiſtles ſweet her ee 1b 44 -f 

Seſo oftris-like, ſuch Nas lot pal Lezal 3. 
May drive fr harneſt manarabd,: if they . 8 
They arive,' row, rin, with loveiof glory fmit, 
Lr. Fwim, ſoaot: fying;: __ Fronounch on if. 8 1 
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O' x the Belle-lettre lovely Daphne reigns ; 2 
Again the God Apollo wears her chains. 42 
With legs toſt high ſhe on her ſopha ſits, | 
_ Vouchſafing audience to contending wits ; 
Of each performance ſhe's the final teſt ; 
One act read o'er, ſhe propheſies the reſt ; 
And then pronouncing with deciſive air, 
Fully convinces all the town Nes fair. 
Had lovely Daphne Hecattſa's face, 
How would her elegance of taſte decreaſe ? 
Some ladies judgment, in their features, lyes, 
And all their genius ſparkles from their eyes. 
Bur hold, ſhe crys, lampooner ! have a care: 
Muſt I want common ſenſe, becauſe I'm fair? 
O no: ſee Stella, her eyes ſhine as bright, 
As if her tongue was never in the right; 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire! 
She ſeems inſpir'd, and can herſelf inſpire; 
How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publiſh, and could ſhe forbear ? 
We grant that beauty is no bar to ſenſe, 
Nor is't a ſanction for impertinence. 
; SEMPRONTIA lik'd her man, and well ſhe might, 
The youth in perſon, and in parts was en ; 
Poſſeſt of every virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juſt empire o'er the female heart. 
He met her paſſion, all her ſighs return'd, 
And in full rage of youthful ardour burn'd. 
Large his poſſeſſions, and beyond her own; 
Their bliſs the theme, and envy of the town. 
The day was fixt ; when with one acre more 
In ſtept deform'd, debauch'd, diſeas'd threeſcore. 
The fatal ſequel I thro' ſhame forbear. | 
Of pride, and av'rice who can cure the fair? 
Max's rich with little, were his judgment true, 
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Nature is frugal, and her wants are few ; 


'Thoſe 
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oſe few. wants. anſwer d bring ſincere delights, | 
t fools create themſelves new: appetites. 
ncy, and pride ſeek things at eee 
hich reliſh nor to reaſon, nor to ſenſe. 
[hen ſurfeit, or uuthankfulne/s, deſtroys, 
nature s narrow ſphere, our ſolid joys, 
== /2::cy'5 airy land of noiſe, and ſno we. 
here nought but dreams, no real pleaſures N 
e cats in air-humpo, to ſubſiſt we ſtrive 
joys too thin to keep the ſoul alive. 
F EEAMIRA«s ſick, make haſte, the doctor call: 
e comes: but where's his patient? at the ball. 
ee door ſtares, her woman curt' ſies low, 
cd crys, my lady, Sir, is always. ſo. 
Diverſions pat her maladies to flight; 
True, ſhe can't fand, but ſhe-can dance all Wan 
oe known my lady (for ſhe loves a tune) 
Por vers take an opera in 
And tho' perhaps, yon Il think the practice bold, 
A midnight park is ſovereign for a cad. 
wich colics, breakfaſts of green irditagree' 2 
Wich zadigeſtian, ſupper juſt at three,” 
ſtrange alternative!] replies Sir dg, 
uſt women have a: doctor, or a dance? 
o' ſick to death, abroad they ſafely roam, 
t droop and die, in perfect health, at home. 
r want — but not of health, are ladies ill, 
ad ictets cure. beyond the doffor's-bill. 
WALas | my heart, how languiſhingly fair 
n lady lolls ? with what a tender air? 
ec as a young dramatiak author, Wwuen 
er darling. lines fell-Cibber waves his 1 8 fag ban 
her lord angry, or has Yeny chid? = 
ad is her father, or the maſk forbid ; 
Late ſitting up has-turn'd her roſes whine * 
hy went ſhe not to bed? © becauſe tas __ Ph, 
1 3 — Did 
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Did ſhe then dance, or play? “nor this, nor that; 
Well, night ſoon ſteals away in pleaſing chat. 
* No, all alone, her pray rs ſhe rather choſe, 
Than be that æurerch to ſleep till morning roſe.” 
Then lady Cynthia, miſtreſs of the ſhade, 
Goes, with the /a/oi0nable owls, to bed. 
This her pride covets, this her health denies ; 
Fer ſpul is filly, but her body's wiſe. i 
OrnkExs with curious arts dim charms revive, 

And triumph in the bloom of Hy. f ve. 
Vou in the morning a fair nymph invite, 
To keep her word a &r4w# one comes at night; 
Next day ſhe ſhines in gloſſy black, and then 
| Revolves into her native red agen. 
Like a dove's neck, ſhe ſhifts her tranſient 3 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 
Bur one admirer has the painted laſs, 

Nor find that one, but in her looking-glaſs. 
Vet Laura's beautiful to ſuch exceſs, 
That all her a ſcarce makes her pleaſe the Jef: 
To deck the female cheek he only knows, 
Who paints leſs fair the 7/[y, and the ro/e. 
How gay hey ſmile ? ſuch bleſſings nature pours, 
Der- ſtockt mankind enjoy but half her ſtores ; 
In diſtant wilds, by human eyes unſeen, 
Bhe rears her flow'rs, and ſpreads her velvet green. 
Pure gurgling xls the lonely deſart trace, 
And woeſle their muſick on the ſavage race. 
Is nature then a niggard of her bliſs? 
Repine we gui/tle/s in a world like this ? 
But our lewd taſtes her lawful charms refuſe, 
And painted arts deprav'd allurement chuſe. 
| Such Fulvia's paſſion for the town; freſh air 
An odd effect!) gives vapours to the fair: 
GBreen fields, and ſhady groves, and chryſtal ſprings, 
And larks, and nightingales, are odious things ; 
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t fmoak, and duſt, and noiſe, and crouds, delight; 
d to be preſt to death tranſports her quite. 
here ſilver riv lets play thro' flow ry meads. 
ad wwoodbines give their ſweets, and 5 their ſhades, 
Jack kennels abſent odours ſhe 1 
cd tops her noſe at beds of violets. 
= ſtormy life prefer'd to the ſerens'?- 
is the public to the private ſcene? 
I id, we tread a ſmooth, and open way; 
o' briars, and brambles in the world x we ſtray. 
4 4 q 7 oppoſition, and perplext debate, | 
a ern care; and rank and flinging hate, 
3 hich choak aur paſſage, our career controul, 
ad wound the firmeſt temper of the ſoul. 
acred ſolitude! divine retreat! 
oice of the prudent! envy of the great! 
thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſbade, 
court fair wiſdom, that celeſtial maid: 
e genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace, 
rangers on earth!) are innacence, and peace. 
e, from the ways of men lay'd ſafe aſhore, 
> ſmile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar ; 
re, bleſt with health, with buſineſs unperplext, 
life we reliſh, and enſure the net; 
e too the Muſes ſport ; theſe numbers 08, 
„„ £afbury ! I owe to thee. 

rar ſport the Mues; but not there alone: 

er ſacred force Ameliafeels in tw a. 
ught but a genius can a genius fit; 
it herſelf, Amelia weds a wit. 
wits ! tho* miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, 
ree days, three wond'rous days! they liv'd in 4 
th the fourth ſun a warm diſpute wo 7 
Durfy's poeſy, and Bunnyar's pro i 
e learned war both wage with — "DIV 
d the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 
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 PHOEBE, tho' ſhe poſſeſſes nothing les, 428 
Is proud of being rich in happineſs. 
Laborioufly purſues deluſive toys, 
Content with pains, ſince they're reputed joys; 
With what well- acted tranſport will. ſhe 25 
Well ſure, we were ſo; happy, zs/erd; 
And then that charming party — 9 py 
Tho' well ſhe knows, 'twill- languiſh into ſorrow, 
But ſhe dares never boaſt the pre/ext hour, | 
So groſs that cheat, it is beyond her power. 
For ſuch is or our weakneſs, or our curſe, 
Or rather ſuch our crime, which ſtill is worſe, 
The preſent moment like a wife we ſhun,. ' 1 
And ne'er enjoy, becauſe-it is our own, aA = 
PLEASURES are few, and fewer we enjoy; 9 
Pleaſure, like Quick filver, is bright, and: coy ; 
We ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt ſkill, 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters ſtill : | 
If ſeiz d at laſt, compute-your mighty gains, 
What is it, but rank poyſon in your veins? 
As Flavia in her glaſs an angel ſpies, 
Pride whiſpers in her ear pernicious lies; 
Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face ſo ſine, 
There's no ſatiety of charms divine: | 
Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang'd appears 
Her temper, and ſhe melts (ſweet ſoul !) in tears. 
| She fond and young, laſt week, her wiſh enjoy d, 
In ſoft amuſement all che night employ d wel 
The morning came, when. Strephen waking found 
(Surpriling ſight !) his bride in ſorrow drown'd. | 
* What miracle, ſays Strepben, makes thee weep? | 
L Ah barbarous may, ſha cries, how cou'd eue Y 
Mex love a miſire/s,; as they love a;faaft; $ 
How grateful | one to touch, and one to tafte ? 
Vet ſure thexe is a certain time of day, 
We wiſh our Mmiſtreſe, and our eee 
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t ſoon 2 5 We return; | 
ain our ſtomachs crave, our doſoms burn. 

1 ernal love let man, then, never (wear; 

t vomen never triumph, nor deſpair. 

or praiſe, nor blame, too much, the warm, or chill ; 3 
unger, and love are foreign to the will. 

THERE is indeed a paſſion more refin'd, 

or thoſe few nymphs whoſe charms are of the mind. 
t not of that unfaſhionable ſet 

| 1 = Phils: Phillis and her Damon met. 

Pernal love exactly hits ker tafte ; 

nis demands eternal love at Jeaf?. 

bracing Phillis with ſoftfmiling-eyes, | 
ernal love I vow, the ſwain replies, . 

t ſay, my all ! my miſtreſs, and my friend ! 

hat day next week-th' eternity ſnall ar? 

Some nymphs: prefer afirowmny to love; 

ope from mortal men, and range above. 

he fair philoſopher to:Rowley flies, 

here in a box the whole creation lies. 

e ſees the planets in their turns advance; 

Ind ſcorns, Poitier, thy ſublunary dance. 

f Deſagulier ſhe beſpeaks freſh air, 

nd Whiſion has engagements with the fair. 

WHraT vain experiments Sepbronia tries! 

is not in air - pumps the gay colonel dies. 

ut tho' to-day his rage of ſcience reigns, 

O fickle ſex !) ſoon end ber learned pains. 

o! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got, 

urns out the ſtars, and Newton is a ſot. 11 

To turn, ſhe never took the height 

Df Saturn, "yet is ever in the right. 

he ſtrikes each point with native ſoroe of. mind, 

V hile puzzled learvingbhanders far behind. 

raceful to ſight, and elegant to thought, 


The Ra 6 are vanguiſh'd, ny wiſe are taught; 
E 3 | Her 
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Her breeding finiſh'd, and her temper ſweet, 

When ſerious, eaſy; and when gay, diſcreet ; 

In glittering ſcenes, o'es her own heart, ſevere x 

In crouds, collected; and in courts, fincere; 
Sincere, and warm, with zeal well-underftood, 

She takes a noble pride in doing good. 

| Yet not ſuperior to her ſex's cares, 

The mode ſhe fixes, by the gown ſhe wears; 

Of 'filks, and china ſhe's the laſt appeal; 

In theſe great points ſhe /ads the common-weal ; 
And if diſputes of empire riſe between 

| Mecklin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 

Tiis doubt! *tis darkneſs ! till ſuſpended fate 

| Aſſumes her nod to cloſe the grand debate. 

When ſuch her mind, why will the fair exprefs 

Their emulation only in their dreſs? . 
Bor O! the nymph that mounts above the eic, 

And, gratis, clears religious myſteries t . 

| Reſolv'd the church welfare to enſure, 

And make her family a ſine-cure. 
The theme divine at cards ſhe'll not forget, 
But tales in texts of ſcripture at piquet ; 

In thoſe licentious meetings acts the prude, 

And thanks her maler that her cards are good. 

What angels. wou'd theſe be, who thus excel 

In theologicks, cou'd they /ewv as well f 

Vet why ſhou'd not the fair her text purſue ? 

Can ſhe more. decently the doctor wooe'? - 

*Tis hard too, ſhe who makes no uſe but chat 
Of her religion, ſhou'd be barr'd in that. 
 1$AAC, a brother of the canting drain, 

When he has knock d at his own ſkull in vain, 

To beauteous Marcia often will repair | 
With a dark text, to /ight it at the fair. 
O how his pious ſoul exults to find 
Such love for ah men in womankind ? 
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at, V. The Univerſal Paſſion. 85 
harm'd with her learning, with what rapture, he 
angs on her bloom, like an induſtrious Gee, ö 
ums round about her, and with all his power 

trads ſweet wiſdom from ſo fair a fower ? 
Tas young and gay declining, Abra flies 

I nobler game, the mighty and the w/e : 
nature more an eagle, than a dove, 

e impiouſly prefers the word to love. 

Ms Can wealth give happineſs ? look now, and ſee. . 
WW hat gay diſtreſs ! what ſplendid milery ! 
hatever fortune laviſhly can pour 

Whe mind annihilates, and calls for more. 

BY calth is a cheat, believe not what it lays, 
ixe any lord it promiſes ——and pays. 

ow will the miſer ſtartle to be told 

f ſuch a wonder, as i»/olvent gold? 

hat nature warts has an intrinſick weight; 

Il zzore, is but the faſhion of the plate, 

hich, for one moment, charms the fickle view, 

= charms us now, anon we caſt anew, 

Fo ſome freſh birth of fancy more inclin'd : 

hen wed - not acres, but a noble mind. 

8 M:isTaxen lovers who make worth their care, 
ind think accompliſhments will win the fair: 

he fair tis true by genius ſhou'd be won, 

s flow'rs unfold their beauties to the /un z 

nd yet in female ſcales a fop outweighs, FAD IN 

nd wit muſt wear the willow, with the 5 | 
ought ſhines ſo bright in vain Liberia's 958 

is riot, impudence, and perfidy'; 

he youth of fire, that has drunk deep, * play d, 
nd kill'd his man, and triumph'd o'er his maid ; 

or him, as yet unhang'd, ſhe ſpreads her charms, 
natches the dear deſtroyer to her arms ; 

nd amply gives, - (tho! treated long amiſs) 

he man of merit his revenge in this, 
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56 LOYEFFAME, Sat. v 
Ir you dab and wiſh a *v9man in, | x 
But turn her o'er one moment to her a 
Tu languid lady next appears in ſtate, 

Who was not born to carry her own weight; 
She lolls, reels, ſtaggers, till ſome foreign ald 
To her own ſtature lifts the feeble maid. . 
Then, if ordain'd to {o-ſevere a doom, 
She, by juſt ſtages, journeys round the room: 
But knowing her own weakneſs, ſhe deſpairs 
To ſcale the A/ps——that is, aſcend the airs. 
My fan! let others ſay who laugh at toil; 

Fan! hood! glove! ſcarf ! js'heraconici ſtyle. 
And that is ſpoke with ſuch a dying fall, 
That Betty rather /ees, than hears the call: 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye 
Piece out th' idea her faint words deny. 
O liſten with attention moſt profound 
Her voice is but the ſhadow of a ſound. 

And help! O help! her ſpirits are ſo dead, 
One hand ſcarce lifts the other to her head. 
Tf, there, a ſtubborn pin it triumphs'o'er, 

She pants! ſhe ſinks away ! and is no more. 
Let the robuſt, and the gygantic carve, 
Life is not worth ſo much, ſhe'd rather farves 
But cheau ſhe muſt herſelf, ah cruel fate! 

That Ro/olinda can't by proxy eat. 
A antidote in female caprice hes 

(Kind heavgn') againſt the poy/or of their eyes. 
 THALESTRIS triumphs in a manly mein, 
Loud is her accent, and her phraſe obſcene. 
In fair, and open dealing where's the ſhame? 
What nature dares to give, ſhe dares to name. 
This honeſt fellow is ſincere, and plain, 

'And juſtly gives the jealous huſband pain. 
(Vain is the taſk to petticoats aſſign d, 
Tf wanton language ſhews'a naked mind.) 
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d now and then, to grace her eloquence, | 
oath ſupplies the vacancies of fenſe. 


Fove, is faint, and for the ſimple ſwain; 

de, on the chriſtian ſyſtem, is prophane. 

it tho? the volly rattles in your ear, 

lieve her dre/5, ſhe's not a'grenadier. 

I thunder's awful, how much more our ad 

When Jove deputes a lady in his ſtead ? 

"W844 ! pardon my miſtaken pen, 

nameleſs woman is the work of mer. 

re to good-breeding make a juſt pretence, 
dod-breeding is the bloſſom of good ſenſe; 

he laſt reſult of an accompliſh'd mind, 

th outward grace, the body's virtue, join'd. 

iolated decency, now, reigns; 

nd nymphs for failings take peculiar pains. 

With dia painters modern toaſts agree, 

Pe point they aim at is deformity : 

ey throw their perſons with a hoydon- air 

roſs the room, and 0 into the chair 

far their commerce with mankind is gone, 

hey, for our manners, have exchang'd their own. 

ze modeſt look, the caſtigated grace, 

e gentle movement, and ſlow-meaſur'd pace, 

r which her lovers 4 d, her parents pray a, 

e indecorums with the modern maid. 

ff forms are bad, but let not worſe intrude, 

r conquer art, and nature, to be rude. 

ddern good - breeding ory — 4 

E riſing fair! Ve bloom of Britain's iſle !. 

hen high-born Anna with a ſoften'd ſmile 

ads on your train, and ſparkles at your head, 

lat ſeems moſt hard, is not to be well -bred. 
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ark ! the ſhrill notes tranſpierce the yielding air, 
d teach the neighbouring ecchoes how to ſwear. 
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58 LOV EOf FAME, Sat. V. 
Her bright example with fucceſs purſue, 30 
And all, but adoration, is your due. 

| Bur adoration? give me ſomething more, 
Cries. Lyce, on the borders of threeſcore ; 
Nought treads ſo ſilent as the foot of time: 
Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime; 
"Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, 

The melancholy news that we grow old. 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 

Memento mori to each public place. 

O how your beating breaſt a miſtreſs warms 

Who looks thro! ſpectacles to ſee your charms! 
While rival zndertakers hover round; 

And with his ſpade the /exton marks the ound, 
Intent not on her own, but others doom, . 
She plans new conqueſts, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has ſummon'd rights away, 
She walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day. 
Gay rainbow filks her mellow charms infold, 
And nought of Lyce but her/eff is old. 

Her grilled locks aſſume a ſmirking grace, 
And art has /zvelPd her deep-furrow'd face. 
Her ftrange demand no mortal can approve, 
We'll aſk her 6/z/i»g, but can't aſk her love. 
She grants indeed a lady may decline, 
| (All ladies but herſelf) at ninety-nine. 

O how unlike her was the ſacred age 
Of prudent Portia ? Her grey hairs engage, 
Whoſe thoughts are ſuited to her life's decline. 
Virtues the paint that can make vrin#/es ſhine. 
That, and that ozly can old age ſuſtain; 
Which yet all wiſh, nor know they wiſh for pain. 
Not numerous are our joys, when life is new, 
And yearly ſome are falling of the few; ' 
But when we conquer life's meridian ſtage, 


And downward tend into the vale of age, 
They 


at. V. The Untverſal Paſon. 59 
IT hey drop a a. peace; by nature ſome decay, 
ud ſome the blaſts of fortune ſweep away; 

Till naked quite of happineſs, aloud 

Ve call for death, and /elter in a ſhroud. 
WukRE's Portia now ?—but Portia left behind 
wo lovely copies of her form, and mind. 

Vhat heart untouch'd their early grief can view, 
ike bluſhing roſe-buds dipt in morning dew ? 

| ho into ſhelter takes their tender bloom, 
nd forms their minds to fly from ills to come? 
he mind when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, 
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Prives at the mercy of the wind, and tide ; 

q, and paſſion toſs it too and fro, 

while torment, and then quite /n in woe. 

e beauteous orphans! ſince in ſilent duſt 

our beſt example lies, my precepts truſt. 

ife ſwarms with ills, the 40/22} are afraid, 

here then is ſafety for a tender id:? 

nfit for conflict, round beſet with woes, 

nd man, whom leaſt ſhe fears, her worſt of foes ! 

hen kind, moſt cruel ; when oblig'd the moſt, 

he leaft obliging ; and by favours, loſt. 

ruel by nature, they for kindneſs hate, 

nd ſcorn you for thoſe ills themſelves create. 

on your fame er ſex a blot has thrown, 

= will ever ſtick, thro' malice of your ow», 

= ot hard! in pleaſing your chief glory lies; 

a yet from pleaſing your chief dangers riſe ; 

een pleaſe the 2%: and know, for men of ſenſe 
or ſtrongeſt charms are native innocence. 

ts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 

ight him, that's worth your love, from your embrace. 

imple manners all the ſecret lies, | 

kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wiſe. 

ain ov, and noiſe, intoxicate the brain, 

gin with giddingſi, and end in ain. | 
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Give peace ia hand, and: promiſe bliſs te come. 
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60 LOVE FAME, 


Affect not empty fame, and iale praiſe, 
Which, all thoſe wretches I deſcribe, betrays. 
Your ſex's glory tis to ſhine umtmotun. 
Of all applauſe, be fondeſt of your oον. 
Beware the fever of the aa! that thirſt 

With which this age is eminently curſt. 

To drink of plæaſure but inflames deſire, 
And abſtinence alone can quench the ſire, 
Take pain from life, and terror from the mu 


nj 
_ = 
v - 
WA + 
- N 
A 2 
— > 
3 F * 
; fi 
| & » _— 
6 * 
1 4 
1 s 
* * 1 0 


* 4 \ 
"= 1 
__— 


1615 


A T * E VI. 
ee . 


oO * E * 


Aba to ws Rian® Cs the 
L ELIZABETH. 2 * 
. er tellit Commdia wocem. Hen. | 


ought. a patroneſs, but ſought i in vain. | 
Apollo whiſper'd in my ear Germain. 
now her not—* Your reaſon's ſomewhat odd; 

o knows his-patron, now. ? reply d the God. | 
en write, to me, and to the 2wor/d unknown; 
Then ſteal great names to ſhield them fromthe Towns: 
Detected auerth, like beauty diſarrayd 
To covert flys, of praiſe itſelf afraid; 

Should ge refuſe to patroniſe your lays, 

n vengeance write a Volume in her praiſe. 

or think it hard ſo great a length to run; 
hen ſuch the theme, 'twill eaſily be done.“ 

r Fair! te draw your excellence at 2 
eeds the narrow bounds of human ſtrength 4 

, here, in miniature your pictures ſee; 

r hope from Zincis more. juſtice, than from me. 
portraits grace your. mind, as his your des 
portraits will, iz flame, mine quench your pride; 
s dear, you frugal ; chuſe my cheaper lay, 

d be your reformation. all my pay. 

avinia is polite, but not prophane 3 

Church as — as to Drury-laxe. 
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62 LOVE FAME, 


She decently, in form, pays Heav'n its due; 
And makes a civil off to her Pew. 
Her lifted fan, to give a ſolemn air, 
Conceals her face, which paſs for a pray r: 
Curt'fies to curt'fies, then, with grace ſucceed, 
Not one the Fair omits, but atthe creed. 
Or if ſhe joins the Service, tis to ſpeak ; 
Thro' dreadful Hence the pent heart might break ; 
Untaught to bear it, women talk away 
To God himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 
But /eveet their accent, and their air refin'd; 
For they're before their Maker, and e 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
Satan himſelf will toll the pariſh bell. 
ACQUAINTED with the World, and quite well bred 
Druſa receives her viſitants in bed. | 
But chaſt as ice, this Veſta to defy 
The very blackeſt tongue of calumny, 
When from her ſheets her lovely form ſhe lifts, 
She begs, you jz/? would turn you, while ſhe its. 
 Tnoss charms are greateſt which decline the fight, 
That makes the Banquet poignant, and polite. 1 
There is no woman, where there's no reſerve ; 
And 'tis on plenty your poor lovers farve., - 
BuT with the modern Fair, meridian merit 
Is a fierce thing, they call a »ymph of ſpirit. 
Mark well the rowlings of her flaming eye, 
And tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. 
4 Or if you take a lyon by the beard, * 
« Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian Pard, 
% Or arm'd Rhynoceros, or rough Ruſſian Bear, 
Firſt make your will ; and then converſe with Her. 
This Lady glories in profuſe expence, 
And thinks diftra#ion is magnificence. 
To beggar her gallant is ſome delight. 
To be more fatal ſtil}, is ex | 
#* Shakeſpear, acti 
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d ever nymph ſuch reaſon to be glad? 

cl fell two lovers, one run mad: 

r foes their honeſt execrations pour; 

r lovers only ſhould. deteſt her more. 

ice happy they ! who think I boldly eig, 

d ſtartle at a Miſtreſs of my brain. 

is conſtant to her old Gallant, 

"Mp generouſly ſupports him in his Want. 

marriage is a fetter, is a ſnare, 

ell, no Lady fo polite can bear. 

Is faithful, ſhe's obſervant, and with pains 

angel - brood of b Hard ſhe maintains. 

leaſt advantage has the Fair to plead, 

that of guilt, above the marriage-bed. 

{MASIA hates a prude, and ſcorns reſtraint ; 

date'er ſhe zs, ſhe'll not appear a ſaint ; 

ſoul ſuperior flies formality, 

gay her air, her conduct is ſo free, 

ne might ſuſpect the nymph not owver-good—— 

wou'd they be miſtaken, if they ſhou'd. 

NMARRY'D Abra puts on formal airs ; 

cuſhion's thread-bare with her conſtant en 

r only grief is, that ſhe cannot be 

once engag d in prayer, and charity. 

l this, to do her juſtice, muſt be ſaid, 

ho wwou'd not think that Abra was a maid ? 

Some Ladies are too beauteous to be wed. 

where's the man that's worthy of their bed? 

ao diſeaſe reduce her pride before, p 

inia will be raviſht at threeſcore. 

en ſhe ſubmits to venture in the dark; 

d nothing, now, is wanting — but her ſpark. 
CIA thinks happineſs conſiſts in ſtate ; 

weds.an ideot; but ſhe eats in plate. 

HE goods of fortune, which her ſoul poſſeſz, 

but the ground of . 127 HE 
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If ſhe can work in gal, tis better ſtill. 


With ſkill ſhe vibrates her eternal tongue, 
For ever moſt diwznely in the aurong. 


But veil her very auit with modſtiy; 


But yield her charms of mind with ſweet delay. 


: Pretends, the. Fop ſhe laughs at, 1s ador'd. 
The fact ſhe feigns were ſcarce a worſe offence. 
Has no de/ign but on her huſband's peace; 


At ſmall inquietudes in her he lov'd. 


She's fore d a fever to procure indeed: 


= 


64 LOVEFFAME, Sat. vii 


The rude material; Wiſdom add to this, 
Wiſdom the ſole artificer of bliſs. 

She from herſelf, if ſo compell'd by need, 
Of thin content, can draw the ſubtle thread; 
But (no detraRion to her ſacred skill) 


Ir Tullia had been bleſt with half her ſenſe, 
None cou'd too much admire her excellence. 
But ſince ſhe can make error ſhine ſo bright, 
She thinks it vulgar to defend the right. 

With underſtanding ſhe is quite o'er-run ; 
And by too great accompliſhments undone. 


Nakeg in nothing ſhould a woman be, 
Let man diſcover, let not her diſþlay, 


Fox pleaſure form'd, perverſely ſome believe, 
To make themſelves zmportant, men muſt grieve, 
Leſbia the fair, to fire her jealous Lord, 


In vain ſhe's proud of ſecret innocence, - 
MIRA endow'd with every charm to bleſs, 
He lov'd her much, and greatly was he mov'd 


& How charming this: The pleaſure laſted long; ; 
Now every day the fits come thick, and ſtrong ; 
At laſt he found the Charmer only fig? 
And was diverted, when he /ou/d be nin 
What greater vengeance have the Gods in ſtore ? 
How tedious life, now ſhe can plague no more ? 
She trys her thouſand arts, but none ſucceed, 


* 
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hus ſtrictly prov'd this virtuous, loving wife, 

er Huſband's pain was dearer than her /. 

Anxious Melania riſes to my view, 

ho never thinks her Lover pays his due; 

iſit, preſont, treat, flatter, and adore ; 

er Majeſty, to-morrow, calls for more. 

i wounded ears complaints eternal fill, 

Ws unoil'd hinges, queriloufly ſhrill, 7; 

vou went laſt night with Celia to the ball.“ 

o prove it falfe. Not go? that's worſt of all.” 

ching can pleaſe her, nothing not inflame ; 
nd arrant contradifions are the ſame. 

er Lover muſt be /ad, to pleaſe her ſpleen, 

is 74 is an inexpiable fin. | | 

r of all Rivals that can pain her breaft, 
Where's one, that wounds far deeper than the reſt ; 
Wo wreck her quiet, the moſt dreadful ſhelf 

if her Lover dares enjoy himſelf. 

WAND this, becauſe ſhe's exquiſitely fair, 

ould I diſpute her beauty, how ſhe'd ftare ? 

ow would Melania be ſurpriz'd to hear 

e's quite deform'd ? and yet the caſe is clear. 

WrarT's female beauty, but an air divine 

ro' which the mind's all-gentle graces ſhine ? 

ey, like the ſun, irradiate all between; 

e body charms, becauſe the ſoul is /eer, 

2nce, men are'often-captives of a face. 

ey know not why, of no peculiar grace; 

mie forms, tho' bright, no mortal man can ear; 

me, none e, tho” not exceeding fair. 

ASPASTH's highly born, and nicely bred, 

taſte refin*d, in life and manners read, 

t reaps no fruit from her ſuperior ſenſe, 

t to be teax d by her own excellence. 

Folks are ſo aukward ! things ſo unpolite !” 

e's elegantly pain'd from morn to night. 

r delicacy's ſhock'd where-e*er ſhe goes, 

Thus ch creature's imperfections, are her wwoes, N 

F Heav'n 
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Heav'n by its favour has the fair diſtreſt, ä 
And pour'd ſuch bleſſings that ſhe car't be bleſt. 
Ah! why ſo vain, tho blooming in thy ſpring, 
Thou /tining, frail, adir'd, and wretched thing! 
Old age awill come, diſeaſe may come before, 
Fifteen is full as mortal as threeſcore. 
Thy fortune, and thy charms may ſoon decay: 
But grant theſe fugitives prolong their ſtay, 
Their baſis totters, their foundation ſhakes, | 
Life, that ſupports them, in a moment breaks: 
Then, wrought into the ſoul let virtues ſhine, 
The ground eternal, as the work divine. 
As a manager, ſhe's born for rule, 
And knows her wier husband is a fool ; 
Aſſemblies holds, and ſpins the ſubtle thread 
That guides the lover to his fair one's bed ; 
For difficult amours can {mooth the way, 
And tender letters dictale, or convey, 
But if depriv'd of ſuch important cares, 
Her wiſdom condeſcends to leſs affairs, 
For her own breakfaſt ſhe'll projet? a ſcheme,, 
Nor tate her Tea without a ffratagem; 
Prefides o'er trifles. with a ſerious face, 
Important by the virtue of grimace. 
Lapies ſupream among amuſements reign, 
By nature born to ſcoth, and entertain; 
'Their prudence in a ſhare of folly lies, 
Why will they be ſo aue, as to be wwi/e ? 
STRENA is for ever in extreams, 
And with a wengeance ſhe commends, or blames. . 
Conſcious of her diſcernment, which is good, 
She trains too much to make it underſtood. | 
Her judgment. Juſt, her ſentence is too ſtrong ; 
Becauſe ſhe's Tight, ſhe's” ever in the wrong. 
BRUNETT. 45 's wiſe in actions great, and rare; 
But ſcorns on rifles. to beſtogy her care. | 
Thus every hour Prunetza is to blame, . 


Becauſe dh occaſion is beneath her aim. 


l 
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ink nought a rife, though it ſmall appear; 


all ſands the mountain, moments make the year; 
d trifles life. Your cares to trifles give, 
you may die, before you truly live. 
Go breakfaſt with Alicea, there you'll ſee 
plex munditiis, to the laſt degree. 
nl ac'd her ſtays, her night-gown is unty'd, 
ad what ſhe has of head-dreſs is aſide. | 
7 e drawls her words, and waddles in her pace; 
wacht her hands, and much beſnuff'd her face, 
nail uncut, and head uncomb'd ſhe loves; 
ad would draw on jack-boots, as ſoon as gloves. 
oves by queen 227 s maidens. might be miſt, 
bleſſed eyes ne'er ſaw a female ,. 
dvers beware ! to wound how can ſhe fail 
th ſcarlet finger, and long jetty nail? 
r Hl the firſt 2v7t ſhe cannot be, 
or cruel R the firſt z0aft for thee ; 
ce full each other ſtation of renown, | 
ho would not be the greateſt Trapes in town? 
omen were made to give our eyes delight, 
female ſloven is an odious ſight. 
Fair Jabella is ſo fond of fame, 
at her dear-/elf is her eternal theme; 
ro* hopes of contradiction oft ſhe'll ſay, 
Methinks I look ſo wretchedly to-day !” 
hen moſt the world applauds you, moſt beware; 
is often leſs a Heng, than a ſnare. 
{truſt mankind ; with your own heart confer ; 3 
d dread even there to find a flatterer. 
ee breath of orbers raiſes our renown, 
War ow: as ſurely blows the pageant down; 
ke up no more, than you by worth can claim, 
alt ſoon you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 
BuT own I muſt, in this perverted age, 
ho moſt dgſerve, can't always moſt engage. 
tar is Worth from making glory ſure, 
often hinders what it "— procure. 
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68 LoyYE FAME Sat M 


Whom praiſe we noß? the virtuous, det and wiſe ?|| I | 
No; wretches, whom in fecret we deſpiſe. / 
And who ſo blind, as not to ſee the cauſe ? 
No rival's rais'd by ſuch Aſcreet applauſe ; 
And yet, of credit it lays in a ſtore, wo 
By which our ſpleen may wound true worth the more, | 0 
Ladies there are who think one crime is a//; Ml 
Can women, then, no way but backward fall? 
So ſwzet is hat one crime they don't purſue, 
To pay its loſs, they think all others fav. 
Who hold that crime ſo dear, muſt never claim 
Of injur'd modeſtly the ſacred name. 
Bur Clio thus. What, railing without end? | 1 
* Mean taſk! how much more generous to commend ? = 
Yes, to commend as you are wont to do, 8 
My kind 7i»//ru&or, and example too. 
* DAPHNIS, ſays Clio, has a charming eye: 
„What pity 'tis her ſhoulder is awry ? 
% Aſpaſia's ſhape indeed - but then her air 
The man has parts who finds deſtruction there. 
% 4lneria's wit has ſomething that's divine 
« And wit's enough how Ew in all things ſhine ? 
Selina ſerves her friends, relieves the poor — 
« Who was it ſaid Selina's near threeſcore ? 
« At Lucia's match I from my ſoul rejoice, 
The world congratulates ſo wiſe a choice; 
His lordſhip's rent-roll is exceeding great 
„ But mortgages will ſap the beſt eſtate. 
« In Sherley's form might cherubims appear, 
But then—ſhe has a freclle on her ear.” 
Without a g“, Hortenſia ſhe commends, 
The firſt of women, and the beſt of friends; 
Owns her 1a perſon, wit, fame, virtue bright; 
But how comes this to paſs ? ſhe dy d laſt night. 
Tuus nymphs commend, who yet at Satire rail: 
Indeed that's needleſs, if ſuch praiſe prevail) 
And whence ſuch praiſe? our virulence is thrown 
On others fame, thro' fondneſs for our own. 
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1 9 | Or rank, and riches proud, Cleora frowns ? 
r are not coronets akin to crowns? 


er greedy eye, and her ſublime addreſs 
he height of awarice, and pride confeſs. 
ou ſce perfections worthy of her rank; 
o, ſeek for her perfections at the Bank. | 
_ wcalth unquench'd, by reaſon uncentroul'd, 
or ever burns her ſacred thirſt of gold. 
= fond of five-pence, as the verieſt Cit, 
aud quite as much deteſted, as a Vit. 
cx gold calm paſſion, or make ragſon ſhine ? 
5 n we dig peace, or wi/dom from the mine ? 
iſdom to gold prefer, for tis much leſs 
o make our fortune, than our Happineſi. 
bat happineſs which great ones often ſee, 
ich rage and wonder, in a low degree, 
hemſelves unbleſt : the poor are only poor ; 
t what are they who drop amid their ſtore ? 
IJ othing is meaner than a wretch-of fate; 
he Happy only are the truly great, 
_—_— {ants enjoy like appetites with Kings, 
nd thoſe beſt ſatisfied with cheapeſt things. 
ould both our Indies buy but one new /en/e, 
ur envy wou'd be due to large expence. 
nce not, thoſe pomps which to the great belong 
re but poor arts to mark them from the throng. 
ze, how they beg an alms of flattery ? 
hey languiſh ! oh ſupport them with a He! 
d. cent competence we fully taſte ; 
ſtrikes our /ex/e, and gives a conſtant feaſt : 
„., we perceive by dint of thought alone; 
WT he rich muſt Jabour to poſſeſs their own, 
o feel their great abundance; and requeſt : 
heir humble friends to help them to be bleſt; 
o /ce their treaſures, &ear their glory told, | 
nd aid the wretched impotence of gold. | 
But ſome, great ſouls! and touoh'd with warmth 
divine, | 
ve gold a price, and teach its Leams to ine. All 


ail: 
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no LOVEFFAME Sat. Vi 
All heardd treaſures they repute a load, | 
Nor think their wealth heir own, till well beſtow'd 
Grand reſervoirs of publick happineſs, 
Thro' ſecret ſtreams diffuſively they bleſs ; 
And while their bounties glide conceal'd from mw, 
Relieve our wants, and ſpare our bluſtes too. 
But Satire is my taſk, and theſe deſtroy 
Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 9 
Help me, ye miſers! help me to complain, "i 
And blaſt our common enemy, G : 8 
But our iwectives muſt deſpair ſucceſs, 
For next to praiſe, ſhe values nothing leſs. 
What picture's yonder looſen'd from its frame ? 
Or is't Auſturia? that affected dame ? 
The brighteſt forms, thro* g eckation, fade 
To ſtrange new things, which nature never made; 
Frown not, ye fair! ſo much your ſex we prize, 
We hate thoſe ar: that take you from our eyes; 
In Albucinda's native grace is ſeen - 
What you, who /abour at perfect ion, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learnt with eaſe. 
Retain your gentle ſelves, and you muff pleaſe. 
Here, might I fing of Memmia's mincing mein, 
And all the movements of the ſoft machine ; 
How two red lips affected zephirs blow, 
To cool the bohea, and inflame the beau; 

While one white finger, and a thumb, conſpire 
T0o lift the cap, and make the wwor/d admire. 

Tea ! how I tremble at thy fatal ſtream? 
As Lethe, dreadful to the love of fame. 
What devaſtations on thy banks are ſeen ? 
What Hades of mighty names which once have been? 
A Hecatomb of characters ſupplies 
'Thy painted altars daily ſacrifice. 
H—P— B—aſperſt by thee, decay, 
As grains of fineſt ſugars melt away, 
And recommend thee more to mortal taſte : 
Scandals the ſweetner of a female feat, 
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this inhuman triumph ſhall decline, 
| thy revolting Næiads call for wine ; | 
its no longer ſhall ſerve under thee; & $ 
reign in thy own cup, exploded Tea! | 
,aia's noſe declares thy ruin nigh ; 
ss who dares give Citronia's noſe the lye 2. 
WT hc Ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd, 
d what impair'd both health, and virtue, blam d 
. to reſcue man, the generous laſs 
e from her conſort the pernicious claſs. 
plorious as the Britiſb queen renown'd, 
» ho /uckt the poiſon from her husband's wound. 
4 co the g/ alone are nymphs inclin'd, | 
every bolder vice of bold mankind. 
DO 7#v:n/ ! for thy ſeverer rage! 
d laſh the ranker follies of, our age. 
> there among the females of our iſle - 
h faults, at which it is a fault to ie? 
ere are. Vice, once by mod: «| nature Chain'd, 
d legal ties, expatiates unreſtrain'd, 
ithout thin decency held up to view, 
aked ſhe ſtalks o'er /aw, and geſpel too. 
ar matrons lead ſuch exemplary lives, 
en ſigh in vain, for none, but for their wives ; 
ho marry to be free, to range the more, 
id wed one man, to wanton with a ſcore. 
droad too kind, at home tis ſtedfaſt hate, 
d one eternal tempeſt of debate. 
at foul irruptions from a look moſt meek ? 
hat thunders burſting from a dimpled cheek ? 
heir paſſions bear it with a lofty hand; 
t then, their reaſon is at due command. 
there whom you deteſt, and ſeek his life ? 
uſt no ſoul with the ſecret— but his wife. 
zves wonder that their conduct I condemn, 
d aſk, what kindred is a /pou/e to them? 
What ſwarms of amorous 1 88 . I lee * * 


d Miſſes, antient in iniquity ? 
2 Vi. irg. 
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What blaſting whiſpers, and what loud declaiming ? 
What lying, drinking, bawding, ſwearing, gaming? 
Friendſhip ſo cold, ſuch warm incontinence, 
Such griping avarice, fuch profuſe expence, 
Such dead devotion, ſuch a zeal for crimes, 
Such licens'd ill, fuch maſquerading times, 
Such venal faith, ſuch miſapply'd applauſe, 
Such flatter'd guilt, and ſuch inverted laws, 
Such diflolution thro? the whole I find, 
"Tis not a world, but Chaos of mankind. - 

Since Sundays have no balls, the well-dreſt Belle 
Shines in the pew, but ſmiles to hear of Bell; 
And caſts aneye of ſweet diſdain on all, 

Who liften leſs to Cut, than St. Paul. 
Atheifts have been but rare, fince nature's birth ; 
Till now, ſhe-atheiſts ne'er appeared on earth, 

Ye men of deep reſearches, ſay, whence ſprings 
This daring character, in timorous things, 

Who ftart at feathers, from an inſe# fly, 

A match for nothing- but the Dezry. 

But not to wrong the fair, the muſe muſt own 
In this purſuit they court not fame alone; 

But join to that a more ſubſtantial view, 
* From thinking free, to be free agents too. 


They ſtrive with their own hearts, and keep them 
down, 


In complaiſance to all the fools in town. 

O how they tremble at the name of prude? 

And die with ſhame, at thought of being good ? 

For what will Artimis the rich and gay, 

What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, ſay ? 

They Heav'n defy, to earth's vile dregs a ſlave, 
| Thro' cowardice, moſt execrably brave, 

With our own judgments darſt we to comply, 

In virtue ſhould we li ve, in glory die. 

Riſe then, my muſe, in honeſt fury riſe, 

They dread a Satire, who defy the ſkies. 


Atheiſts 
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Atheiſts are few ; moſt nymphs a godhead own, 
And nothing but his attributes dethrone. 
From Atheiſts far, they ſtedfaſtly believe 
God is, and is almighty—to- forgive. 
His other excellence they'll not diſpute ; 
But mercy, ſure, is his chief attribute. 
Shall pleaſures of a ſhort duration chain 
A lady's ſoul in everlaſting pain? 
Will the great author us poor worms deſtroy, 
For now and then a % of tranſient joy? 
No, he's for-ever in a ſmiling mood, 
He's like themſelves ; or how cou'd he be good ? 
And they blaſpheme who blacker ſchemes ſuppoſe— 
Devoutly, thus, Fehowah they depoſe 
The pure! the jut! and ſet up in his ſtead 
A Deity, that's perfectly avell bred. 
«© Dear T——/ z ! be ſure the beſt of men; 
Nor thought he more, than thought great Origen. 
% 'Tho' once upon a Time, he misbehav'd ; 
« Poor Satan! doubtleſs he'll at length be ſav'd. 
« Let prieſts do ſomething for their one in ten; 
« It is their trade; ſo far they're honeſt men. 
Let them cant on, ſince they have got the knack, 
And dreſs their notions, like themſelves, in act; 
" Fright us with terrors of a world arknown, 
From joys of this, to keep them all their own. 
« Of earth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee; 
* But then they leave our untythd virtue free. 
* Virtus's a pretty thing to make a ſpew, 
« Did ever mortal write like Rochefoucaut ? 
Thus pleads the devil's fair apologiſt, 
And pleading, ſafely enters on his liſt. 

Let angel-forms angelic truths maintain ; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous, and prophane. 
For what's true beauty, but fair virtue's face ? 
Virtue made viſible in outward 2 ? 
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754 LOYEVTAME, Sat. VI. 
She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind, 
The more ſhe charms, the more ſhe Hochs mankind. 

But charms decline ; the Fair long Vigils keep ; 
They ſleep no-more ! * Quaarille has murder'd ſleep. 
«© Poor K——! cries Livia; I have not been there 
©- Theſe two nights ; ; the, poor creature will deſpair, 
5 Thate a crowd——but to do good, you know 
« And people of condition ſhou'd beſtow. | 
Convine'd, o'ercome, to K——p's grave matrons run, 
Now /et a daughter, and now /ake a ſon ; 

Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune, fly ; 
And beggar half their race thro' charity, 

Immortal were we, or elſe mortal guite, 

J leſs ſhou'd blame this criminal delight; 

But ſince the gay aſſembly's gayeſt room 

Is but an upper ſtory to ſome tomb, 

Methinks we need not our ort beings 5 
And, thought to fly, contend to be undone. 

We need not buy our uin with our crime, 
And give eternity to murder time. 

The love of gaming is the worſt of ills, 

With ceaſeleſs ſtorms the blacken'd ſoul it fills, 
Inveigbs at heav'n, neglects the ties of blood, 
Deſtroys the pow'r, and will of doing good, 
Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in diſgrace, 
And what is ſtill more dreadful—ſpoils your face. 
| See yonder ſet of- thieves that live on ſpoil, 
The ſcandal, and the ruin of our iſle ! 
And ſee ! (ſtrange ſight !) amid that ruffian band; 
A form divine high wave her ſnawy hand , 
'That rattles loud a ſmall enchanted box, 
Which loud as thunder on the board ſhe knocks. 
And as fierce ſtorms, which earth's foundation { ſhook, 
From £oluss cave impetuous broke ; 
From this ſmall cavern a mixt tempeſt flies, - 
Fear, rage, convulſion, tears, oaths, blaſphemies ! 


* Shakeſpear, 


For 
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For men, I mean, the Fair diſcharges none; 
She (guiltleſs creature!) ſwears to heav'n alone. 

See her eyes ſtart! cheeks glow! and muſcles ſwell { 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. 

Thus that divine one her / nights employs! 
Thus tunes her ſoul to tender nuptial Joys! 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed, 
And on her pillow lays her aking head, 

With the dear images her dreams are crown'd, 
The die ſpins lovely, or the cards go round; 
Imaginary ruin charms her ſtill, 

Her happy lord is cuckol'd by Spadil : 

And if the's brought to bed, tis ten to one, 
He marks the forehead of her darling ſon. 

O ſcene of horror, and of wild deſpair ! 
Why is the rich Atrides ſplendid heir 
Conſtrain'd to quit his antient lordly ſeat, 

And hide his glories in a mean retreat? 

Why that drawn ſword ? and whence that diſmal cry ? 
Why pale diſtraction thro' the family? 

See my lord threaten, and my lady weep, 

And trembling Servants from the tempeſt creep. 
Why that gay /n to diſtant regions ſent ? 
What fiends that daughter” s deftin'd match prevent? 
Why the whole houſe in ſudden ruin laid ? 

O nothing, but laſt night—my lady play'd, 

But wanders not my Satire from her theme ? 
Is this too owing to the love of fame ? 

Though, now, your hearts on Jucre are beſtow'd 
"Twas, firſt, a vain devotion to the mode. 

Nor ceaſe we here, ſince tis a vice ſo ſtrong ; 
The torrent ſweeps all womankind along. 

This may be ſaid in honour of our times, 

That none, now, ſtand di/tingui/h'd by their crimes. 

If fin you muſt, take nature for your guide, 
Love has ſome ſoft excuſe, to ſooth your pride ; 
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Ve fair apoſtates from love's antient pow'r ! 
Can nothing raviſb but a golden ſbow'r ? 

Can cards alone your glowing fancy ſeize ? 
Muſt Cupid learn to punt, ere he can pleaſe ? 
When you're enamour'd of a %½ or caft, 
What can the preacher more, to make us chaſt ? 
Can fame like a rep:que, the ſoul entrance? 

And what is virtue, to the lucky chance? _ 
Why muſt ſtrong youths anmarry'd pine away ? 
They find no woman diſengag'd—#om play. 
Why pine the marry'd ? O ſeverer fate! 

They find from play no diſengag'd—efare. 
Flavia, at lovers falſe untouch'd, and hard, 
Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel card. 

Nor 4rria's bible can ſecure her age ; 
Her threeſcore years are ſhuffling with her Page- 
While death ſtands by, but till the game is done, 
To ſweep that flake, in juſtice, long his own ; 


Like old cards ting'd with ſulphur ſhe takes fire ; 


Or, like ſnuffs ſunk in ſockets, blazes higher. 
Ye Gods! with new delights inſpire the fair; 
Or give ns /0ns, and ſave us from deſpair. 


Sons, brothers, fathers, husbands, trade/men cloſe 
In my complaint, and brand your fins in proſe : 


"Yet I believe, as firmly as my creed, 

In ſpight of all our wiſdom, you Il proceed. 
Our pride ſo great, our paſſion is ſo ſtrong, 
Advice to right, confirms us in the wrong. 

J hear you cry, © This fellow's very odd.” 
When you chaſtiſe, who wou'd nor kiſs the rod? 
But I've a charm your anger ſhall controul, 

And turn your eyes with coldneſs on the vole. 


The charm begins! To yonder flood of light 


That burſts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your ſight. 


What guardian pow'r o'erwhelms your ſouls with awe? 


Her deeds are precepts, her example, law. 


— 
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Midſt empire's charms, how Care/ina's heart | 
Glows with the love of virtue, and of art? 
Her favour is diffus'd to that degree, | 
Exceſs of goodneſs ! it has dawn'd on me: 
hen in my page, to ballance numerous faults, 
Or godlike deeds were ſhown, or generous thoughts, 
She ſmil'd induſtrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 
From whom my pen the borrow'd luſtre drew. 
* Thus the majeſtick mother of mankind, 
To her own charms moſt amiably blind, 
On the green margin innocently ſtood, 
And gaz'd indulgent on the chryſtal flood; 
Survey'd the ſtranger in the painted wave, : 
And ſmiling, prais'd the beauties which ſhe gave. 
+ In more than civil war, while patriots form; 
Mpile Genius is but cold, their paſſion warm ; 
While public good alef?, in pomp, they wield, 
And private intereſt tte behind the frield ; 
While M——t, and W—-ns riſe in weekly might, 
Make preſſes groan, lead ſenators ts fight, 
Exalt our coffee with lampoons, and treat 
The pamper'd mob with miniſters of ſtate ; 
* t While Ate hot from hell makes heroes forink, 
* Crys kavock, and lets Ioofe the dogs of ink; 
Nor rank, nor ſex eſcapes the general frown, 
But ladies are ript up, and cits knockt down ; 
Tremendous farce ! where even the victor bleeds, 
And he deſerves our pity, that ſacceeds ; 
Immortal Juvenal! and thou of France! 
In your fam'd field my Satire dares advance ; 
But cuts herſelf a track, to you unknown, 
Nor crops your laurel, but wou'd raiſe her own; 
A bold adventure ! but a ſafe one to 
For, though furpaſt, I am ſurpaft by You. 3 
* Milton, + Lucan, * Sbaleſear. SATIRE 
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TI 
" 32 T.48, A . X 
To the Nichr HonoURABLE - 

Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. WM: 


Carmina tum melius, cum venerit Ips E, canemus, VIRG, 


N this laſt labour, this my cloſing ſtrain 
Smile, Walpele, or the nine inſpire in vain. 
To thee 'tis due; that verſe how juſtly thine, 
Where Brunſwick's glory crowns the whole deſign ? 
That glory, which thy counſels make fo bright ; 
That glory, which on thee reflects a light. 
Illuſtrious commerce, and but rarely known! 
To give, and take a luſtre from the throne. 
Nox think that thou art foreign to my theme; 
The fountain is not foreign to the ſtream. 
How a!l mankind will be ſurpriz'd, to ſee 
This flood of Britiſb folly charg'd on thee ? 
Yet, Britain, whence this caprice of thy ſons, 
Which thro' their various ranks with fury runs? 
The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we muſt bleſs z 
For caprice is the daughter of ſucceſs, 
(A bad effect, but from a pleaſing cauſe !) 
And gives our rulers undeſign'd applauſe ; "I 
Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increaſe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. 
Waits I N the bleſſings of our iſle, 
Her arts triumphant in the Royal ſmile, 
Her publick wounds bound up, her credit high, 
Her commerce ſpreading fails in every 7 ſky, 
The pleaſing ſcene recals my theme agen, 
And ſhews the madneſs of ambitious men, 


Who, 
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Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring ſword, 
And burn to give mankind a fingle lord. 
Taz follies paſt are of a private kind, 
Their ſphere is ſmall, their miſchief is confin'd ; 
But daring men there are (awake, my muſe, 
And raiſe thy verſe) who bolder frenzy chuſe; 
Who ſtung by glory, rave, and bound away, 
The world their field, and human kind their prey. 
Tu Grecian chief, th' enthuſiaſt of his pride, 
With rage and terror ſtalking by his ſide, 
Raves round the globe; he ſoars into a God! 
Stand faſt, Olympus * and ſuſtain his nod, 
The peſt divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 
And thrives on mankind's miſeries and pains. 
What ſlayghter'd hoſts : what cities in a blaze! 
What waſted countries] and what crimſon ſeas! 
With orphans tears his impious bowl o'erflows, 
And cries of Kingdoms lull him to repoſe. 
Axp cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraiſe 
The boiſt'rous boy, and blaſt his guilty bays ? 
Why want we then encomiums on the ſtorm, 
Or famine, or volcano ? they perform 
Their mighty deeds, they hero like can ſlay, 

And ſpread their ample deſarts in a day, 

O great alliance ! O divine renown ! 

With dearth, and peſtilence to ſhare the crown ! 
When men extol a wild deſtroyer's name, 

Earth's builder and preſerver they blaſpheme, 

Oxe to deſtroy is murder by the law, 

And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe ; 

'To murder thouſands takes a ſpacious name, 

Wars glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 

Wurm after battel I the field have ſeen _ 

Spread o'er with ghaſtly ſhapes, which once were men z 
A nation cruſht ! a nation of the brave! 
A realm of death ! and on this fide the grave! 
Are 
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Are there, ſaid I, who from this ſad ſurvey, 

This human chaos, carry ſmiles away! 

How did my heart with indignation riſe ! 

How honeſt nature ſwell'd into my eyes 

How was I ſhockt, to think the hero's trade 

Of ſuch materials fame and triumph made ! 
How guilty theſe ? yet not leſs guilty they, 

Who reach falſe glory by a ſmoother way ; 

Who wrap deſtruction up in gentle words, 

And bows, and ſmiles, more fatal than their ſwords. 

Who ſtifle nature, and ſubſiſt on art, 

Who coin the face, and petrify the heart; 

All real kindneſs for the ſhew diſcard, 

As marble poliſh'd, and, as marble hard. 

Who do for gold what chriſtians do thro' grace, 

« With open arms their enemies embrace.“ 

Who give a nod when broken hearts repine; 

The thinneſt food on which a wretch can dine.“ 

Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinclin'd, 

And in their height of kindneſs are unkind. 

Such courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 

Jalpole, when men forget to copy the. 25 

H ceaſe, my muſe ! the Catalogue is writ, 

Nor one more candidate for fame, admit, 

Tho' diſappointed thouſands juſtly blame 

Thy partial pen, and boaſt an equal claim; 

Be this their comfort, fools omitted here 

May furniſh laughter for another year. 

Then let Criſpino, who was ne'er refus'd 

The juſtice yet of being well abus d, 

With patience wait ; and be content to reign 

The pink of puppies in ſome future ftrain. 


- Some future ſtrain, in which the muſe ſhall tell 
How ſcience dwindles, and how volumes ſwell. 
How commentators each dark paſſage ſhun, 
And bold their farthipg'candle to the ſun. 


* 


How 


* 
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How tortur'd texts to ſpeak our ſenſe are made, 
And every vice is to the ſcripture laid. 

How miſers ſqueeze a young, voluptuous peer, 
His fins to Lucifer not half ſo dear. 

How Verres is leſs qualify'd to ſteal 

With ſword and piſtol, than with wax and ſea). 
How lawyers” fees to ſuch exceſs are run, 

That clients are redreſt, *till they're undone. 

How one man's anguiſh is another's ſport, 

And even denials coſt us dear at court. 

How man eternally falſe judgments makes, 

And all his joys and ſorrows are miſtakes. 

nis ſwarm of themes that ſettles on my Pen, 
hich I, like ſummer-flies, ſhake off again, 

Let others ſing ; to whom my weak eſſay 

But ſounds a prelude, and points out their prey. 
That duty done, I haſten to compleat 

y own deſign ; for Tonſon's at the gate. 

Tus love of fame in its effects ſurvey'd 

he muſe has ſung ; be now the cauſe diſplay d: : 
ince ſo diffuſive, and ſo wide its ſway, 

Vhat is this power, whom all mankind obey ? 
SHoT from above, by heaven's indulgence came 
his generous ardor, this unconquer'd flame, 

o warm, to raiſe, to deify mankind, 

till burning brighteſt in the nobleſt mind. 

y large-ſoul'd men, for thirſt of fame renown'd, 


deſire of praiſe firſt broke the patriot's reſt, 
nd made a bulwark of the warrior's breaſt ; 
bids Argyle in fields and ſenates ſhine, 

hat more can prove its origin divine ? 

Bur oh! this paſſion planted in the ſoul 

n cagle's wings to mount her to the pole, 
he flaming miniſter of virtue meant, 


t up ſalſe gods, and wrong'd her high deſcent. 
H . 


iſe laws were fram'd, and ſacred arts were found : 


AMBITION, 
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AMBITION, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 
Of blots, and beauties an alternate ſource ; 
Hence Gildon rails, that raven of the Pit, 

Who thrives upon the carcaſſes of wit; 
And in art-loving Scarborough is ſeen, 

How kind a patron Pollio might have been. 
Purſuit of fame with pedants fills our ſchools, 
And into coxcombs burniſhes our fool 
Purſuit of fame makes ſolid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height, 
That key of nature, by whoſe wit ſhe clears 
Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. 

Wour p you then fully comprehend the whole, 


Why, and by what degrees, pride ſwells the ſoul? 


For tho' in all, not equally, ſhe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge. and attend my ſtrains. 
Ye doctors! hear the doctrine I diſcloſe, 

As true, 2s if *twere writ in dulleſt proſe, 

As if a letter'd dunce had ſaid © tis right, 

And Imprimatur uſher'd it to light. 

To glorious deeds this paſſion fires the mind; 

And cloſer draws the ties of human kind, 
Confirms ſociety ; fince what we prize 
As our chief bleſſing, muſt from others riſe. 

AMBITION in the truly noble mind 

With ſiſter- virtue is for ever join'd ; 

As in fam'd Lucrece, ho with equal dreat 
From guilt and ſhame, by her laſt conduct fled; 
Her Virtue long rebell'd in firm diſdain, 

And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain; 
But, when the ſlave was threatened to be laid 
Dead by her ſide, her /cwe of fame obey d. 

' In meaner minds ambition works alone, 
But with ſuch art puts virtue's aſpect on, 
That no more like in feature, and in mien, 
The God and mortal in the comic ſcene. 


be os. 
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Falſe Julius, ambuſht in this fair diſguiſe, / | | 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 
No maſk in Zaſe minds ambition wears, 
But in full light pricks up her aſs's ears, 
All I have ſung are inſtances of this 
And prove my theme unfolded not amiſs, 
Vx Vain!, deſiſt from your erroneous ſtrife ; 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe ſablime of life. 
The true ambition there alone reſides, 
Where juſtice vindicates, and wiſdom guides ; 
Where inward dignity joins outward ſtate, 
Our purpoſe good, as our atchievement great, 
Where publick bleflings, publick praiſe attend, 
Where glory is our motive, not our end. 
Would'ft thou be fam'd ? have thoſe high deeds in views 
Brave men would act, tho' ſcandal ſhould enſue. 
BEHOLD a prince! whom no ſwoln thoughts inflame 
No pride of thrones, no fever after fame ; 
But when the welfare of mankind inſpires, 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires, 
Proud conqueſt then, then regal pomps delight; 
Then crowns, then triumphs ſparkle in his ſight; 
Tumult and noiſe are dear, which with them bring 
His people's bleſſings to their ardent king: 
But, when thoſe great heroic motives ceaſe, 
His ſwelling ſoul ſubſides to native peace ; 
From tedious grandeur's faded charms withdraws, 
A ſudden foe to ſplendor, and applauſe, 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 
Till men and angels jointly ſhout his name. 
O pride celeſtial! which can pride diſdain; 
O bleſt ambition ! which can ne' er be vain. 
From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the ſky, 
In whoſe deep womb unfathom'd waters lie, 
Here burſt the Rhone and founding Po, there ſhine 
In infant rills the Danube 1 the — 
From 
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From the rich ſtore one fruitful urn ſupplies, 
Whole kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand harveſts riſe. 

In Brunſwick ſuch a ſource the muſe adores, 
Which publick bleſſings thro* half Europe pours, 
When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim, 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame ; 
George, who in foes can ſoft affections raiſe, 
And charm envenom'd ſatire into praiſe. 

* Noa human rage alone his pow'r perceives, 
But the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves. 
Even ſtorms (death's fierceſt miniſters !) forbear, 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to ſpare. 
Thus, rature's-/elf, ſupporting man's decree, 
Styles Britain's ſovereign, ſovereign of the Sea. 

. WaiLE Sea and Air, great Brunfavick! ſhook our ſtate, 
And ſported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
Depriv'd of what ſhe lov'd, and preſt with fear 
Of ever loſing what ſhe held moſt dear, 

How did Britannia like I Achilles weep, 

And tell her ſorrows to the kindred deep? 

Hang o'er the floods, and, in devotion warm, 
Strive, for thee, with the ſurge, and fight the ſtorm? 

WHar felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm: 
Our Palinurus + ſlept not at the helm, 

_ His eye neer clos'd ; long ſince inur'd to wake, 
And outwatch every ſtar, for Brunfwict's ſake. 

By thwarting paſſions toſt, by cares oppreſt, 

He found the tempeſt pictur'd in his breaſt. 

But, now, what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 

No pow'rs of language - but his own, can tell; 

His own, which Nature and the Graces form, 

At will, to raiſe, or huſh the civil ſtorm. - 

* The King in danger by Sea. 


+ Hem, II. I. 1. 
Ecce Deus ramum Lethes rore remadenten, &C. Virg-1. 8. 
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Page 1— 1 es Applauſe to 13 or to Me. | 

7 i. e. Blackmore, (Sir Richard.) 
——-Churchmen Scripture for the Claffics, quit. 
Polite Apoſtates from God's Grace, to Wit, | 


N. B. Virgil, Horace, Terence, Catullus, Tibullus{ Pro- 
pertius, Manilius, Lucretius, Longinus, Ciceronis Opera, 
Cæſaris Comment. Homer, &c. were publiſhed by Bi- 
ſhop Hare, Dr. Bentley, Dr. Davis, Dr. Clarke, - 
Dr. Pearce, &c. 0 | Tg eld 

S——e's Humours Steele (Sir Richard.) 

P——»y's Eloguence. Pulteney (Earl of Bath.) 


IF at his Tit T. — had dropt his Quill, &c. 


Dr. Trapp, When Profeſſor of Poetry in the Univerſity 
of Oxford, wrote Prælectiones Poeticæ, Poetical Lec- 
tures, which were deſervedly eſteemed ; but upon 
his Blank-Verſe Verſion of Viscit, Volume the 
Firſt, Doctor Evans of St, Jobn's College, Oxon, ſent 
the following Diſtich. £ f PR 
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Read the Commandments, TR APP, tranſlate no further, 


For there !tis wwritten, Thou ſhalt do No Murder. 
A. is Depos d, and B. with Pomp Reſtor d. 


This alludes. to Mr. Theobald's Publication of a Book, 


intitled, SHAKESPEAR reſtor'd, in Oppoſition to Mr. 
Pope's Edition of that Author. 
C — dos, hell outdo. Chandos (Duke of) 
B ton, thy Taſte is not ſo true. Burlington (Earl of): 
Nor F-t—n's ſelf more Parian Charms has known, 
Nor is good P-b—ke more in Love with Stone, 


Sir Andrew Fountain, and the late Earl of Pembroke, 
both great Admirers of Antique Statues. 


Pat off at Night wvith Lal, "TORR, Hair. 
The venerable grey- headed Counteſs of Briſtol. 


Fewer grave Lords to Scr—pe diſcreetly bend, 
Mr, Scroope, a great Money Lender. 


8 4A 71. K. 8 


Paul Diact, who gave Name to a Talip, was, an ho- 
net, toping, old Citizen of London, and a great: 
Stock- Jobber. 

1 turn d Upbolſſerer, & c. Tonſon ¶ Jacob) the 
Bookſeller, fitted up many Libraries of Gilt- Books 
for South-Sea Coxcombs, 1720, 

— Leaves to O—4. e. Orrery, Charles (Earl of). D 

. e. (Dorſet, Earl of) the Poet's R- 

Miſs D tottering, Miſs Duncomb. 

the Stagyrite, 1. e. Ariflctle. We: - 
Hence, D—— that aha of Heart. 


_— 


i. e. Deddingtor. 
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re in Wit, in Breeding 2 
Stanhope, Earl of Chefterfield. 
Deloraine, (Lon), 


x IN T 12-2 IIF-. 
-H y's Eyes unmercifully keen. 
Lady Hervey - + | — 
H r doft thou thy Maſter ſerve. 
Heiddegger, Director ef the Maſquerades. . 
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222 mourns, &c. 
Autbony Collins, Eſq; Founder of the See of Free- 


Thinkers. 
, who makes ſo merry with the Creed. 
The fame 4. Collins. | 
\rb——t 7s a Fool, and To a Sage. 
S— ey will fright you, E engage. 
Dr. Ad . de Foe, 5 Charles Sedley, - 
— 5 worſt of Friends, Sullex. ... 
is Fair. 
Dutcheſs of. Qucenſberry. 
8 the foremoſt Toyman of his Time,. 4 
Sloan (Sir Hans) alluding to his Muſeum. . 
Unrappy J—y, i. e. Lady Jerſey. 
B --le ſhines in Council, M- t in the Fight; ; 
P—|—m'. s magnificent, but — can write. 


John Dennis 6 

Boyle, Charles, Earl of Orrery. | 
Merdaunt, Charles, Earl of Peter borroxo. | 
Pelham, Duke of Newcaſtle. , 

Mill t pardon, if I dare commend 

Hot with Zeal, a Patron and a Friend? 

A le true Ht is f udious to reſtore ; 

And D t /miles, if Phoebus ſinil d before. . 

P;-.- ke, in Years the long-liv'd Arts admires, ., 

Aud Henrietta like a Muſe inſpires. 

Harcourt, (Lord Chancellor) 


K E 1 to the Univerſal baden. 


Argyle, (Duke off F 

Dorſet, (Duke of) 

Thomas Pembroke, (late Earl of) 
Lady Henrietta Cavends % Holles Harley. 


Character of Auguſtus, in the, concluſion, mn to his 
late Majeſty.. 


rr WE: 155 


Fair ! Doubly lind to me. 

Foubert has the farming of the Fair.. 
Major Foubert, a Riding Maſter. ' 

Sir H s, i. e. Sir Hans Sloan, M. D. 
The fair Philoſopher to Rowley * flies. 


* The late Mr. Rowley, an eminent Mathematical Inſtru- 
ment- Maker under St. Dunſtan's Church, in Fleet: rect. 
Eady D 


i. e. Daſhwoed, or Dyſart, 
&arT1ns VI. 


x 


incl, the greateſt Maſter i in Miniature, Enamel Paints 
ing in Europe. 


\ 


H -y the firſt Wit Lord, Harog. | 
Cruel R-——4,, Duke of Richmond. 1 
G u, i. e. Lady Betty Germain. 


H P— B—i. e. Hervey, Pearce, Blount, (Ladies.) 
C ·˖[, Collins, ( Anthony, Eſq;) C 
T=——l——z, Archbiſhop T :/lotor's, and Dr. Bur- 
net's Doctrine of the Non-Eternity of Hell Torments, 
K. p, Mrs. Kemp, Keeper of an Aſſemblee. - | 
Caroline s Heart, c. - Acknowledgment of the late 
Queen's Favours to the Author. | 
M———t and u .. | 
Miſi and Wilkins, Printers of Two Weekly Journals. 
Immortal Juvenal! And Thou“ of France, 


j. e. Boileau. 


